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June  -  July 

PRICE  20  CENTS 


This  Issue  More 
than  10,500  Copies 


W.L'Johnsloi 


#otbitj  IBrattil 

Bearing  the  Genuine 
Society  Brand  label 
are  sold  exclusively  in 
Toronto  at  Dunfield's 


The  imported  woolens,  rich 
silk  linings  and  expert  needle- 
work are  combined  with  styles 
that  meet  every  preference  for 
"young  men  and  men  who 
stay  young"  who  know  and 
appreciate  good  clothes. 

Priced  from 

$25.  -  $60. 


i 


Maintaining  the  Dunfield  reputation  for 
highest  quality  is  our  well-assorted  range 
of  men's  furnishings  for  summer  wear. 


102 

Yonge  Street 


West  Toronto  Store:   Dundas  and  Keele 
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The  Door  Was  Shut! 


Absolutely  one  of  the  shuttest  doors! 

But  that  made  no  difference  to  our  hero! 

No! 

He  went  right  in! 

Then    he   turned  around  and  came  right 

out  again! 
Why? 
Because 
He 
Was 
a 

Perfect 
Gentlemen! 


And 

This 

Young 

Lady 

Was 

Within, 

Dressing 


Read  What 

Pandora 

Patterson 

(Phone  No.  furnished  on  request) 

Says: 

"I  would  no  more  be 
without  my  GOBLIN 
than  my  powder  puff 
or  flask.  When  Pe- 
ter, who's  the  inter- 
estingest  fellow  I 
know,  calls  he  always 
asks  to  see  the  latest 
issue.  I  find  it  a 
splendid  way  of  at- 
tracting attractive 
men.  On  the  other 
hand,  when  Percy 
Dumbell,  who  thinks 
the  Singer  Building 
is  a  music  hall,  calls 
I  find  it  a  reliable 
way  of  keeping  him 
from  being  boring. 
Just  hand  him  a  copy 
and  he's  out  of  the 
way  for  the  rest  of 
the  evening.  The 
girls  at  the  sewing 
circle  always  say  I'm 
simply  killing  with 
my  new  GOBLIN 
jokes.  I  can  freely 
advise  any  maid,  mat- 
ron, artist,  literateur, 
plumber  or  gas-fitter 
to  subscribe  at  once 
by  filling  in  the  cou- 
pon coyly  placed  at 
the  bottom  of  this 
page." 

(UNSOLICITED      "] 
TESTIMONIAL) 


That's  the  worst  of  house  parties!   It's  a  wise  drunk  that  knows  his  own  door! 

Our  hero  had  committed  a  faux  pas.    He  sank  into  an  easy  chair! 

O  Tempora,  O  Morris  !    He  felt  that  all  was  lost ! 

Then  he  picked  up  a  copy  of  GOBLIN! 

In  a  moment  he  was  all  smiles!     In  two  moments  he  was  laughing! 

\*° 

Goblin  Penetrates  Even  the  Deepest  Gloom. 


Circulation  Mgr.,  GOBLIN,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto] 

Enclosed  is  $2.25  for  which  send  12  issues  of  GOBLIN,  beginning 


TO_ 


Street  and  No.  or  P.  0.  box. 


Name 
Town  and  Province^ 


Goblin 


Dance 
laugh 


and  be  MERRY! 


Five  irresistible  dance  records — two  rollick- 
ing song  records  will  lure  you  to  dance,  to 
sing  and  be  merry.  Go  to  your  Columbia 
dealer  to-day  and  hear  these  selections. 


Some    Sunny    Day — Fox-Trot 

Ray    Miller    and    his    Orchestra 
Georgia — Fox-Trot 

Ray    Miller    and    his    Orchestra 
Bygones — Fox-Trot 

Knickerbocker    Orchestra 
Poor    Little    Me— Fox-Trot 

Knickerbocker    Orchestra 
Under  Direction  of  Eddie  Elkins 
In    Blue    Bird    Land— Fox-Trot 

Paul     Biese's     Orchestra 
I    Want   You    from    "Marjolaine." — 

Fox-Trot,   Ray   Miller  and   His   Orchestra 
Where   the   Volga   Flows-^Fox-Trot 
Frank  Westphal  and  His  Rainbo  Orchestra 
Birdie— Fox-Trot 

Frank  Westphal  and  His  Rainbo  Orchestra 
Stumbling — Fox-Trot 

Ray    Miller    and    His    Orchestra 
Who  Tied  the  Can  on  the  Old  Dog's  Tail? 
—Fox-Trot  The    Columbians 

Mr.    Gallagher   and   Mr.    Shean — Tenor   and 
Baritone   Duet  Furman  and   Nash 

When    Those    Finale    Hoppers    Start    Hop- 
ping   Around — Tenor    and     Baritone     Duet 
Furman   and  Nash 
Down   on    Avenue   A. — Tenor   Solo 

Frank    Crumit 

Mamma     Loves     Papa,     Does      Papa      Love 

Mamma — Tenor    Solo  Frank    Crumit 


A3603 
85c 


A-3602 
85c 


A-3610 
85c 


A-3612 
85c 


A-3611 

85c 


A-3609 

85c 


A-3613 

85c 


Columbia  Records 

COLUMBIA  GRAPHOPHONE  CO. 
TORONTO 
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for  the  summer 
masquerade 

iWasfquerabe 

Costumed 


made  to  order,  to  hire,  or 
made  to  order  on  rental 
I  asis  at  prices  from  two- 
fifty  and  upwards. 


MACDONALD-  DAWN 


460  SPADINA  AVE. 
TORONTO 


PHONE  COLLEGE  2900 
ONTARIO 


Goods  shipped  to  any  point  in  Ontario.     Write 

for  special  proposition  to  Summer  hotels,  clubs, 

Community  organizations,  etc. 


EXPLAINED 

The  night  was  dark — as  nights  should  be; 
The  park  was  full — as  parks  will  be; 
The  bench  was  vacant — as  benches  ain't; 
But  there  was  a  reason — the  sign  "Fresh  Paint." 

— Juggler. 
G— G— G 

DECEITFUL  WOMEN 

She  was  a  pretty  little  blonde,  and  she  looked  so  anxious 
there  in  the  Biltmore  lobby.     So  I  stepped  up. 

"Are  you  looking  for  some  one  in  particular,  or  will  any- 
one do?" 

"I  was  looking  for  a  gentleman,  but  you'll  do,"  she  said, 
leading  the  way  toward  the  dining  room.  Then  we  went  up 
to  some  smoke  roof  garden. 

"What  are  you  doing  in  New  York?"   I   asked. 

"I  go  to  Miss  Prim's  school,"  she  replied. 

"Fine!"  I  shouted,  taking  out  my  flask  of  straight  gin  and 
filling  her  empty  water  glass,  at  the  same  time  tossing  across 
my  cigarettes.  We  got  along  fine  until  we  took  a  taxi  going 
home. 

"Stop!"  she  said.  "Stop,  or  I'll  get  out  and  walk.  You're 
too  rough!" 

"But  I  thought  you  said  you  came  from  Miss  Prim's?"  I 
stuttered,  dazed. 

"I  know  I've  not  played  fair,"  she  confessed.  "I've  de- 
ceived you.  I  don't  go  to  Miss  Prim's  or  Vassar  or  Smith  or 
any  girl's  school.  I'm  just  a  poor  chorus  girl  trying  to  be  wild; 
but  I'm  outclassed."  — Record. 


Goblin 


HOTEL  SUNSET  at  Goderich,  Ontario 


Ontario's  Popular  Summer  Resort 

Hotel  Sunset  is  a  three-storey,  brick  Summer  hotel  with  running  water  in  all 
bedrooms  on  the  ground  and  first  floors.  It  is  situated  in  the  town  on  the  bank 
overlooking  Lake  Huron,  where  the  days  and  nights  are  always  cool.  Good  Boat- 
ing, Fishing,  Bathing,  Tennis  Courts,  Bowling  Greens.   Golf  Course  Second  to  none. 

OPENS  JUNE  12th  CLOSES  OCTOBER  1st 

For  Booklet  and  Particulars  write: 

CHAS.  C.  LEE,  Proprietor.         Box  Z,  Goderich,  Ont. 


The  orchestra  softly  played 

"The  Last  Waltz." 
She  gazed  into  his  eyes 

And   softly  sighed. 

"Your  dancing  is  like  a  poem," 

She  said. 

"Yes,  yes,  go  on," 

He  murmured. 
Then  she  replied, 

"A  free  verse  poem, 
The  feet 

Are  all  mixed  up."  — Burr. 

G— G— G 

CORRESPONDENCE  CARDS 
(The  latest  idea  in  correspondence  cards) 
"Triplets?      Well,  I  do  declare! 
'.S  an  atmosphere,  and  not  an  heir." 
"So   brother   Jack   is  dead ; 

That   is   a   pity. 
I   trust  his  funeral 
Will    be   pretty." 

— Jack-o-Lantern. 


A  SHORT  STORY  IN  TWO 
WORDS 

Oh  no!!! 

No? 

No!! 

Oh! No? 

No! 

No.  .O? 
Nn.  .o. 
Nooooooo? 
Nnnnnnnn. 


h! 


oooooohhhhhh ! ! ! 

— Jack-o-Lantern. 

G— G— G 

FORGING  AHEAD 

Waiter — "Here's  your  check,  sir." 
Inebriate — "Ish  it  a  forgery?" 

— Judge. 


9Hi 


Goblin 


insome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 


There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexions  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"I  find  'Winsome   Toilet  Soap   excellent  — 

Winsome  in  name  and   Winsome  in  deed. 

It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 

after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin  naturally  robust,   and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 

Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Miss  Priscilla  Dean 

Universal  Star 

VINOLIA  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 


Servant:   "There's  a  man  to  see  you, 
sir." 

Master:  "Tell  him  to  take  a  chair." 

Servant:    "He    has,    sir.       He's    taken 

them    all,    and    they're    moving    out    the 

piano    now.         He's    from    the    furniture 

store."  — fack-o-Lanlern. 


VICTORY 
BONDS 


ALL  MATURITIES 

IN  BLOCKS   OR  SMALL  AMOUNTS 

BOUGHT  AND  SOLD 

Our  Victory  Loan  Departments 
and  various  Offices  are  prepared 
to  give  investors  prompt    service. 

A.  E.  AMES  &  CO. 


Investment 
Securities 
Union  Bank  Bldg. 
Transportation  Bldg. 
74  Broadway 
Harris  Trust  Bldg. 
Belmont  House 


Established 
1889 

Toronto 

Montreal 

New  York 

Chicago 

Victoria,  B.  C. 


Members    Toronto   and  Montreal 
Stocky   Exchanges 


MODERN  METHODS 
"Isn't  there  some  fable  about  the  ass 
disguising  himself  with  a  lion  skin?" 

"Yes,  but  now  the  colleges  do  the 
trick  with  a  sheepskin." 

— Dirge. 

G— G— G 

Nurse:  "Well,  it's  a  girl." 
Father    (with   keen   foresight)  :    "And 
I  just  sold  the  porch  swing  this  morning." 
— Mugwump. 
G— G— G 

"I  want  a  loaf  of  bread." 
"White  or  graham?" 
"It  doesn't  matter;  this  is  for  a  blind 
lady."  — Banter. 

G— G— G 

Joke  I.    (Riddle.) 

Q.     Why  is  an  elephant  like  a  piano? 

A.     Because  there  is  a  B  in  both. 

Note. — The  B.  has  no  reference  what- 
soever to  either  the  elephant  or  the  piano 
but  refers  to  the  word  both,  whose  initial 
letter  is  B.  This  is  a  prominent  example 
of  one  of  our  best  types  of  so-called 
humor.  It  is  known  as  the  Misplaced 
Kick  Variety.      Laugh  is  Optional. 

— Humbug. 


She:  "The  show  wasn't  half  bad,  was 
it?" 

He:  "No,  the  whole  thing  was  rotten." 

— Octopus. 

G— G— G 

Servant:  "The  Lyons  are  calling,  sir." 

Master:  "Very  good.     Show  them  into 

the  den."  — Lemon  Punch. 


Store: 
Main  6862 


Tea  Room : 
Main  2473 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

146    Yonge    Street 


Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 


Goblin 


EXAM  FOR  ONE-MAN  CARMEN 

{Motto:    "None   but   the   brave   deserves 

the  fare!'") 

I   (History) 

Name  the  receivers  of  the  'El"  for  the 

last  twenty   years.    (Use    not   more   than 

two  hours  for  this.) 

II  (Mathematics) 
There  Was  a  five-cent  fare  and  tn>o  men 
ran  the  car.     There  is  a  ten-cent  fare  and 
one  man   runs   it.      How  many   men  will 
be  required  when  the  fare  is  a   quarter? 
Ill   (Music) 
Compare    "The    Lost    Chord"    with    a 
missing  trolley  rope. 

IV  (Physics) 

The  distance  between  tracks  is  4.5 
feet.  Describe  the  condition  of  a  car 
and  its  occupants  should  this  distance  be 
suddenly  increased  to  8.75  feet  in  the 
middle  of  a  trestle.      (Neglect  friction.) 

V  (English) 

1  (written).  Give  the  list  of  the  ad- 
jectives used:  (a)  when  a  laborer  drops 
five  pennies  in  the  fare-box;  (b)  when  a 
good-looking  girl  makes  the  same  faux 
pas. 

2  (oral).  Pronounce  the  following: 
"Pa-ack  Street,"  "Tranzfuz,"  "Lotsa 
roomina   backada   caar!"    "FYs  pleez!" 

— Lampoon. 
G— G— G 

She:  "No,  Bert,  I'm  afraid  you  can 
never  call  me  'sweetheart'  but  you  may 
call  me  'little  sister.' 

He:  'I'd  rather  call  you  little  'cal- 
culus.' 

She:    "  Why  'calculus?' 

He:  "Because  I'll  forget  you  just  as 
quickly."  — Brown  Jug. 

G— G— G 

PRECAUTION 

"Rastus,  why  foh  you  pack  dat  'er 
razor  to  dis  dance?" 

"Niggah,  don't  yoh  read,  yourself,  as 
how  dis  heah  am  to  be  a  cut-in  dance." 
— Lord  Jeff. 
G— G— G 

Irate  Cop:  "Sober  up  there!  Now,  do 
ye  mean  to  tell  me  that  ye  don't  know 
your  own  name?" 

Boiled  One:  '  'Sail  ri\  ossifer,  I'm 
not  myself  jus'  now."  — Puppet. 

G— G— G 

AN  AFRICAN  HAND 

Prof.:    "What   are   the   names   of   the 
bones  in  your  hand,  Mr.  Smith?" 
Mr.   Smith:   "Dice." 

— Lemon  Punch. 


YOUR  HOLIDAY 


will  be  enjoyed  much  more 
if  you  have  a  box  of  your 
favorite    candy    with    you. 


is  the  favorite  candy  of  most 
discriminating  people. 

PARTICULAR    ATTENTION    GIVEN 
TO  MAIL  ORDERS 

THREE   STORES: 

813^  Yonge  Street  443  Yonge  Street 

1530  Queen  Street  W. 
TORONTO  -  CANADA 


Former   I.   C.   S.   Students  to  banquet 
May   5th — Leechburg  Advance. 
They  probably  ate  by  radio. 

—Froth. 


DENTS 

If  you  are  writing  D.  D.  C.  Exams 
don't  fail  to  have  an  "Exam  Advi- 
ser" assist  you.  You  may  obtain  a 
copy  from — 

R.  J.  GAWLEY 

258  Delaware  Ave.  Toronto 

Price  50c.  Please  state  Exams  you  intend  writing 

"EXAM  ADVISER"  true  (oils  name 


DOUBTLESS 

A  fashionable  woman  who  collected 
her  own  rents  in  order  to  save  expense 
found  one  of  her  tenants  in  an  obviously 
discontented  frame  of  mind  and  promptly 
decided  to  forestall  complaints  by  making 
some.  She  ended  with:  "And  the 
kitchen,  Mrs.  James,  is  in  a  terrible  con- 
dition." 

"Yes,  ma'am,  it  is,"  Mrs.  James 
agreed ;  "and  you'd  look  the  same  way  if 
you  hadn't  had  any  paint  on  you  for 
six  years."  — Lampoon. 
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Private  Stock 


"Disconsolate  Hen  Commits  Suicide."  Globe  head- 
line. It  is  understood  that  the  eminent  psychologist,  Dr. 
Dux  Segg,  author  of  "The  Personality  of  the  Hen," 
and  other  introspective  studies,  lays  th**  blame  for  this 
action  on  too  much  brooding  as  a  chick. 

G— G— G 

No  man  is  as  good  at  home  as  his  portrait  looks  in 
his  neighbor's  album. 

G— G— G 

The  Finance  Minister's  new  budget  has  consider- 
ably increased  the  tax  on  tobacco.  It  will  now  be  a 
case  of — "Where  there  is  smoke,  there  is  ire." 

G—  G— G 

Pawnbrokers  profit  by  the  interest  they  take  in  their 
work. 

G— G— G 

A  ship  when  she  drops  her  anchor,  still  keeps  her 
hold. 

G— G— G 

A  woman  writer  notes  the  increasing  popularity  of 
clocks   for  wedding  presents. 

Quite  right,  there's  no  present  like  the  time. 

G— G— G 

They  say  that  Jazz  is  dead,  Lan's  Sake! 
This  surely  is  a  lively  wake. 

G — G — G 

When  anyone  disagrees  with  you,  don't  argue;  re- 
gard it  as  lack  of  brains. 


-News  Item. 


G.  F.  Pepper  threatened  with  assault. 

This  is  the  season   for  such  things. 

G-G— G 

Never  get  the  idea  that  heaven  is  crowded  by  read- 
ing epitaphs  on  tombstones. 

G-G— G 

A  girl  either  knows  so  many  men  that  she  can't  con- 
centrate on  you  or  else  she  doesn't  know  enough  to 
make  you  want  to  concentrate  on  her. 

G— G— G 

Come  and  See  the  Swiss  Steam  Laundry. 

— A  dverlisemenl. 
Yes,  and  then  go  watch  the  Swiss  Milk  Chocolates. 

G-G — G 

A  kiss:  To  the  young  girl  it  means  Faith,  to  the 
widow  Hope,  and  to  the  old  maid  Charity. 

G— G— G 

A  divining  rod  was  used  to  locate  buried  treasure  in 
Penetang.  It  is  rumored  that  Mr.  Raney  is  to  equip 
his  whiskey  sleuths  with  these  handy  instruments. 

G— G— G 

If  a  fool  is  born  every  minute  we  sometimes  wonder 
if  there  are  more  than  24  hours  in  the  day. 

G     G— G 

"CHINA  TO  GAIN  UNDER  ARMS  PACT 
SAYS  ALFRED  SZE."— Toronto   Daily   Star. 

And  I  always  hated  fat  Chinamen,  says  I  to  myself, 
Szi. 
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Bedazzled  Masquerader   (ten  storeys  up  and  three  parts  over)  — 

'Ome,  James." 

G— G— G 


With  No  Apologies 

Dear   Editor: — The  meanest  rag 

From  Buenos  Ayres  up  to  Nome, 
Is  yours,   and  so  you  needn't  brag; 

— You  didn't  print  my  pome. 
I    hate  your   undertaker's   rag, 

— I   want   to   press   that  point   well 
home; 
Your  jokes  would  make  a  vulture  gag, 

— You  didn't  print  my  pome. 
Go.   Sew  your  head  up  in  a  bag. 

You  make  me  want  to  scream  and 
foam; 
And  wave  the   Bolsheviki   flag, 

— You  didn't  print  my  pome. 


Safety    In    Speed 

Tcachrr — What   is  the   meaning  of 
""celerity?" 

Bright    Girl — The    state    of    being 
unmarried! 

G— G-G 

NOCTURNE 
Llamas! 

Lank,  lithe  llamas  lazing  in  buttermilk, 
While    little,    lucid    llamas    eat    curds 

and  whey. 
Within!    Ah,  my  love. 
Try  the  tune  of  Dixie, 
I  would  I  were  a  llama. 
Hurray,  hurray. 


The  Heavenly  Actor. 

AN  IMPOSSIBILITY 

Scene:  The  Gate  of  Heaven.  Large 
signs  to  the  effect:  "Everybody  must 
have  their  own  ticket."  "Positively 
no  passes  honored  to-day."  "No  dogs 
allowed."       St.  Peter  on  guard. 

Enter  an  actor  fresh  from  his  laurels 
and  stale  from  his  lager. 

St.  Peter:  I'm  afraid  you  have  the 
wrong  address.  There  are  no  actors  in 
Heaven. 

Actor:  But  I  think  you  will  let  me 
in.    L  have  a  sure-fire  claim. 

St.    Peter:    Yes? 

Actor:  I  never  had  my  picture  taken 
in  a  tennis  shirt.  I  never  stepped  out 
of  my  character  at  the  end  of  the 
second  act  and  I  never  made  a  curtain 
speech  in  which  I  complimented  the 
audience  on  their  superior  taste  in  dra- 
matics. 

St.  Peter:   Pass,  friend. 

(Curtain  of  fleecy  clouds  born?  by 
cherubs.) 

G— G— G 


In  His  Cups. 

Let     me     escort     you     around 
grounds,    Miss   Coffee? 

Yes,  when   Mr.   Tea   leaves. 
G— G— G 


the 


"And  when  you  see  me  again 
I  will  be  a  different  man." 

"How  distinctly  unusual! 
Who  will  you  be?" 

G—  G-G 

"You  may  think  I  am  working 
round  in  circles  all  the  time,  Brother 
Napoleon,"  said  the  race-horse  to  the 
undertaker's  nag,  "but  at  least  I  donV 
pull  the  bones  that  you  do." 


II 


A 


ylWORK 
l\  WIN  S      | 
i  WAGE8  L . 


He  took  great  pains  at  his  work. 

G— G— G 

Who's  What 

/   walk  along   Yonge  Street 

And  ask  myself  what's  what?      Who's  who? 

Are   those  marshmallow-nosed  young   girls 

All  sweet  young  things,  or  just  near  pearls. 

That  painted,   perfumed,   high-heeled   lady, 

Is  she  "grande  dame,"  or  Moll  O' Grady? 

This  lank,   mysterious-looking  miss 

With  scarlet  lips,  face  plastered,  is 

Her  Vampire  mask  a   travesty? 

What  is  she — chorus  girl? — jeune  fille? 

Those   others — with   their   stockings  rolled, 
Apparently  seem  to  have  strolled 
From   tub   to   street — in   knee-high   coats. 
Which   are  the  sheep?      Which  are   the  goals? 
Like  an  unending  fashion  show 
Or  ballet  russe,  they  come  and  go! 
A  postcr-come-to-lifc  parade. 
With  every  grade  and  shade  of  maid! 
Are  any  white?      Are  all  off-colored? 
Enlighten  me — a  purblind  dullard — 

When  is  a  jade  a  shade  too  jady  ? 
When  is  a  lady  P 


Very  intriguing  are  the  signs  to  be  observed  on 
ordinarily  much-traveled  motor-roads:  "5  miles  to  Gol- 
lenfleckers  Pharmacy,"  "Green  Woodpecker  Tea 
House  600  yards  ahead,"  "Murphy,  Connaught 
County's  Best  Clothier,"  and  so  forth  and  so  on. 
Down  near  Geneva,  N.  Y.,  however,  we  observed  a 
sign  the  imagery  and  brevity  of  which  made  a  truly 
great  impression  on  us.  It  merely  read:  "HOT  DOGS 
— Three  Hundred  Feet." 

G— G— G 

"Look,  father,  what  are  all  those  wires  up  there 
for?" 

"How  stupid  of  you,  my  son,  that  is  the  wireless 
station." 

G    G— G 


As  ye  sew,  so  shall  ye  rip. 
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Blues  and  Blues  and  Blues 


A  Study  in  Jazz 


THE  OTHER  night  when  I  was  attempting  to  ob- 
tain some  much  needed  sleep  my  room-mate  came 
home  in  an  entirely  different  frame  of  mind.  He 
was  singing  in  a  beautiful  bathroom  tenor  a  recent  pop- 
ular song.     I  awoke  to  hear  the  final  strains: 

"They  needed  a  song-bird  in  Hea-ven 

So  God  took  Caruso  aw-ay." 

"Archibald,"  said  I,  "Is  that  really  a  popular  song?" 

"It  is,"  said  he,  "shall  I  sing  it  again?" 

"Heaven  forbid!"  said  I  fervently,  drawing  my  head 
under  the  blankets,  "You  have  done  enough  harm 
already." 

My  dreams  were  troubled  that  night.  It  seemed  that 
as  I  wandered  in  a  wood,  I  .came  suddenly  upon  the 
house  of  the  Mad  Jazzer.  I  knew  immediately  whose 
house  it  was  because  it  was  built  in  the  shape  of  a  piano 
and  the  chimneys  resembled  saxaphones.  A  party  of 
three,  the  Jazzer,  the  Trombonist  and  the  Jazz  Baby 
were  gathered  about  a  piano  on  the  front  lawn.  Every 
now  and  then  they  would  strike  up  a  tune  and  the  Jazz 
Baby  would  shimmy  around  the  lawn.  As  I  approached 
they  all  swayed  with  a  motion  approaching  a  Chicago  at 
the  halt  and  shouted 

"No  room!   No  room!" 

"Nonsense,"  said  I,  "there's  plenty  of  room.  There's 
the  whole  wide  lawn." 

But  I  soon  found  out  that  there  was  no  room,  for  when 
the  Jazz  Baby  started  Jo  shimmy  everyone  else  was 
crowded  into  the  woods.  I  waited  until  the  tune  was 
finished.  The  Mad  Jazzer  perched  upon  the  piano, 
while  the  Trombonist  sobbed  softly  into  a  large  saxa- 
phone  he  had  picked  from  a  nearby  tree.  I  looked  at 
the  poor  creature  in  pity.  Great  crocodile  tears  were 
streaming  down  his  face. 

"What's  the  matter  with  him?"  I  asked  the  Jazzer. 

The  Mad  Jazzer  started  to  quake,  first  in  his  feet 
and  then  all  over  his  frame.  He  put  one  hand  flat  in 
front  of  his  face  and  with  it  described  circles  in  the  air. 
Slowly  he  began  to  chant  in  a  halting  melancholy  voice: 


"Don'  you  worry,   honey  chile, 

Dat  baby'll  be  all  right  in  just  a  little  while. 

To  fret  yo'se'f  wont  be  no  use. 

'Cause  all  the  trouble  is  that  bimbo's  got  the  blues. 

Yes  he's  got  the  blues — 

He's  got  those  ol'  Kentucky  bl-u-oos!" 

As  he  stopped,  they  all,  including  the  sad  Trombonist, 
applauded  enthusiastically.  The  Trombonist  wiped 
away  his  tears  with  a  bright  purple  handkerchief  and, 
tilting  back  his  head  began  to  sing  in  a  Southern  drawl : 

"Ma-mmy  mine, 

Good  an'  kin', 

Down  on  the  Mason  line, 

For  you  I  pine. 

O  mammy,   weep  no  more 

Stop  cry  in'   for  • 

I'm  gonna  get  you 

Yes  you  bet  you — 

Down  in  sunny  Tennessee-ee." 

I  turned  to  the  Jazz  Baby.  She  was  the  only  one  who 
so  far  had  said  nothing.  Suddenly  she  burst  into  song 
to  the  accompaniment  of  a  vigorous  palsy. 

"I'm  a  Ja-a-azz  Bebey.  I  wanna  be  jazzin'  alia 
whi-le." 

At  this  point  the  others  drowned  her  out  with  their 
instruments.  I  had  begun  to  experience  a  weird  sensa^ 
tion.  Unconsciously  I  found  myself  imitating  a  camel  in 
a  hurry.  As  I  turned  to  go  in  fear  I  heard  their  voices 
in  passionate  lament. 

"If  you  had  only  KNEW 

How  much   I   cared   for  YOU 

Before  you  went  A-WA-AY! 

Each  night  I  yearn 

My   footsteps  turn 

Towards  old  Alabamy  night  and  D-A-AY!" 

I  ran  madly  through  the  wood  seeking  only  to  escape. 
I  could  not  go  very  fast  for  my  feet  wouldn't  behave. 
On  and  on  I  ran,  always  the  sad  saxaphone  was  hum- 
ming in  my  ears.  I  think  I  was  beginning  to  go  mad 
when  I  suddenly  opened  my  eyes.  I  was  in  my  own 
room  but  the  music  was  still  going  on. 

"Archie,"  I  cried,  "where  is  that  noise  coming  from?" 

"O  go  to  sleep,"  said  Archie,  "That's  just  the  air  in 
the  hot  water  pipes." 

The  next  day  Archie  came  to  me  full  of  enthusiasm. 

"I  have  just  written  a  song  that's  sure  to  be  a  success," 
he  said.  "Its  about  Mammy.  Would  you  like  to  hear 
it?" 

Seven   strong  policemen   finally   held   me  down. 


S®0» 
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The  Last  Resort 

A  RE  YOU  tired  of  the  dusty  city  with  its  crowds 
of   perspiring   faces?      I   was.      I    determined   to   go 
away  for  the  summer — far  away  to  the  peace  and  soli- 
tude  of    the    North    Country.      Visions    of    placid    bays 
and  silent  woods  rose  before  my  eyes. 

I  caught  a  noisy  street  car.  I  entered  a  stuffy  train 
and  finally  I  boarded  the  most  lanquid  and  ambitionless 
steamboat  afloat.  A  pleasant  afternoon  ws  spent  stop- 
ping every  few  hundred  yards  at  ramshackle  wharves, 
at  each  of  which  the  following  episode  took  place: 
very  sunburned. 

Enter  a   flock  of  Summer   Maidens  in  white  dresses, 

Enter  band  of  Verandah  Cats  in  all  the  colors  of  the 
rainbow  and  parasols. 

Enter  the  local  Rudolph  Valentino  in  spotless  white 
flannel. 

Enter  The  Man  Who  Roughs  It  in  spotted  khaki. 

Chorus  of  small  children  with,  without  and  hardly 
with  bathing  suits.      Dogs  and  a  stray  father. 

The  boat  having  been  secured  to  the  wharf  by  the 
third  small  boy  to  try  to  catch  the  rope — the  others  hav- 
ing fallen  in  the  water — everybody  begins  to  talk  as  fast 
as  possible  in  somewhat  the  following  manner: 

Voices  on  wharf:  "  'Lo  Fred,  Mother,  there's  Fred! 
....  Where  'ye'stayin'  ?  ....  Is  it  hot  in  the  city ? 
Look  out  you  don't   fall   over!" 

Voices   on   boat:    "Hi    Myrtle!    Where'd'je   get   the 

sunburn? What's  the  water  like? Any 

fishin? Is  that  the  hotel?" 

A  small  boy  rushes  full  length  of  the  dock,  through 
the  crowd.  He  is  clad  in  one  half  of  a  cotton  bathing 
suit.  In  his  eyes  is  the  determination  to  win  fame  or 
die.     He  clambers  up  the  stern  of  the  boat. 

Voice  from  the  dock:  "Willie!  WILLIE!  Come 
here  at  once!      Get  down  off  that  boat!" 

Willie  proceeds  to  get  down  by  the  expedient  of 
diving  off  the  railing.      He  comes  up  triumphant. 

Maternal  voice:      "Willie!   Come  here  this  minute!" 

Willie:  "Aw,  you  come  here." 

Gruff  voices  below  to  the  effect:  "All  right,  Jim, 
let'er  go,  all  set;  well  that's  all  to-day." 

Shrill  voices  below  to  the  effect:  "Where's  my  trunk? 

Mama,  Jenny's  left  her  hat  on  the  deck.    .  .  . 

....  Buster,  don't!  you  dare  go  near  the  water. 

Dogs  bark,  children  scream,  several  people  are  push- 
ed in  and  the  boat  ploughs  her  way  out,  leaving  behind 
the  mob — a  sea  of  handkerchiefs.  Why  they  wave 
handkerchiefs  I  don't  know  unless  it's  to  show  the  world 
they  own  th^m.  At  any  rate  it's  an  unsanitary  custom. 
For  all   I  know  that's  all  people  at  these  hotels  do — 


stand  on  the  wharves  and  wave  handkerchiefs.  They 
are  always  on  hand  when  you  come  and  always  there 
when  you  leave.  Peace  and  Solitude,  did  I  say?  I 
asked  the  Captain  how  many  such  stops  there  were. 

"Seventeen,"  said  he,  "Less'n  we  have  a  few  special 
calls  like  up  to  Skeeto  Harbor  or  Kozyholme." 

"When,"   said  I,   "does  the  next  train  leave   for  the 
city?" 

"At   mid-night,"   said   the   Captain. 

I  took  it. 

G— G— G 


"What  can   I   get  for  this  money,?" 
"Four  per  cent." 
"I'll  take  two  cases." 

G— C— G 

My  tongue  was  dry,  my  throat  xvas  parched; 

I  Was  a  sun-burnt  wreck. 
My  collar,  which  at  morn  Was  starched, 

Hung  limp  about  my  neck. 
Visions  of  foaming  nut-brown  ale 

Floated  before  my  sight. 
Juggins,  my  friend,  ivould  never  fail 

His  friend  in  such  a  plight. 
"Juggins,  a  drink!"  I  hoarsely  cried. 

But  Juggins  laughed  "Ho!  Ho!" 
Av1  m  his  chemical-French  replied, 

"I've  nothing  but  Ht  eau."  —Cinnamon. 
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Irrelative 

Said  she,   "Come  up   and   call   on  me 
At  Hillcrest  Boarding  School, 

And  say  that  you're  a  relative 
For  there's  a  horrid  rule 

Against   all   other   visitors." 

I   went   within   a   week 
And  to  a  mistress  at  a  desk 

Said  "Please,  I'd  like  to  speak 

To    Mary   Ann    McGregor."   Then 

A  lady   standing  by 
Stepped  up.    "Are   you   a   relative?" 

She    asked    with    glittering    eye. 

I  cleared  my  throat.     "Oh,  yes,"  I  said 
"You  see,  I  am  her  brother." 

The  lady  smiled,  "That's  interesting, 
Because  I   am  her  mother." 


G— G-G 
Industrial  Slogans 


No.  1 


"Keep  that  Schoolgirl  Complexion." 

G— G— G 

"Yes,"  said  the  manager  of  the  employment  agency 
over  the  telephone,  "we  have  one  man  here,  but  in 
all  fairness,  I  hardly  dare  recommend  him  to  you.  He's 
rather  a  bad  character.  He's  an  ex-prize-fighter  and 
gambling  joint  bouncer.  Finding  work  in  a  slaughter- 
house too  tame  he  became  a  hangman.  Popular  sen- 
timent put  him  out  on  the  street.  He  has  been  suspected 
of  causing  the  deaths  of  three  mothers-in-law  and  it  has 
even  been  rumoured  that  he  eats  little  children.  His 
temper  is  uncontrollable  and  his  sarcasm  biting.  He 
should   be   kept  behind  bars." 

"Fine!"  said  the  voice  over  the  wire.  "Send  him 
over  at  once.  I  want  a  man  to  sell  tickets  in  my  theatre 
box  office.  From  your  description  he's  the  very  man!" 


x  15~.«»-- 


"After  the  Party." 

"That   ginger-ale," 

Said  Lovely  Lizzie, 
"Has  made  me  feel 

So  queer  and  dizzy." 

Said  Languid  Louis — 

"Most  amazin  ! 
Perhaps,   however, 

There's  a  raisin." 

G— G— G 

An'  That's  No  Idyll  Jess 

"Would  you  ever  consider  suicide  as  an  easy  way  to 
end  all  these  earthly  griefs  and  trials,  my  dear 
Neuritis?" 

"Ah,  Myopia!  It  would  be  the  last  thing  I  would 
ever  think  of  doing." 


Lance-Corporal  Jones  (10th  Royal  Mud-Guards)— "Gawf  ?     'Umph.     'Ockey  at  the  'alt." 


The  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roaming  Umpire 


THE  UMPIRE  left  the  baseball  park,  as  was  his 
custom,  exactly  where  it  was  and  crossing  the  bay 
strolled  down  by  the  tracks  in  the  station  yard. 

"What  a  beautiful  meadow,"  he  said,  with  his  eye 
fixed  on  a  shunting  freight  train.  Then  he  sighed  and 
touched  the  place  where  an  honest  heart  thumped  be- 
neath his  blue  coat.  "Love,"  he  murmured,  "is  like  a 
home  run.     It  clears  the  mind  of  all  base  thoughts." 

Very,  very  much  in  love  was  he  with  Effie  Zwei- 
bagger  and  why  everyone  should  laugh  at  his  gentle 
passion,  he  could  not  understand.  Still  less  could  he 
understand  her  family's  belief  that  she  was  ugly  and 
deformed.  Certainly  she  was  unusual  looking  with  her 
perfectly  round  head,  but  to  him  she  was  the  most 
beautiful  creature  alive.  Her  mouth  was  a  long  and 
drooping  curve,  the  line  of  which  was  continued  by  two 
creases  running  from  its  corners  to  the  back  of  her  neck; 
her  eyebrows  circled  up  from  above  her  nose  and  from 
their  ends  deep  wrinkles  curved  with  a  gentler  rise  into 
her  hair,  the  tight  coils  of  which  served  only  to  accen- 
tuate the  rotundity  of  her  head. 

He  pictured  her  and  trembled  in  an  ecstacy  of  emotion. 
His  love  thoughts  ascended  like  safety  deposits  into  the 
blue  vault  of  heaven. 

He   must  buy  her   a   present.      What   should   it  be? 


A  diamond!  Why  not?  A  diamond  would  be  most 
suitable.  How  appropriate  it  was  that  the  world  had 
chosen  the  diamond,  the  basis  of  baseball,  to  be  sym- 
bolical of  love,  for  surely,  after  baseball,  love  came 
first  in  importance.  Until  he  had  met  Effie  he  had  not 
thought  so;  he  had  even  been  inclined  to  deride  love  for 
be  had  never  known  it.      Now  all  that  was  changed. 

He  conjured  up  in  his  mind  imaginary  rivals  for  her 
affections,  though,  in  reality,  he  was  the  sole  candi- 
date.    These  intruders  were  foul  balls  to  a  man. 

Once  he  had  signed  his  name  to  a  life  contract  with 
her  he  would  be  willing  to  make  any  sacrifice.  He 
would  never  leave  her;  every  fixture  on  his  domestic 
schedule  would  be  a  home  game  and  there  would  be  no 
need  for  training  trips. 

He  sighed  again.  Why  was  it  he  loved  her  so?  Her 
face  was  as  dear  to  him  as  the  face  of  an  official  league 
ball.  Ah!  The  Umpire  quickened  his  pace  for  the 
truth  was  slowly  dawning  upon  him.  Her  round  head' 
Why  of  course,  it  was  the  shape  of  a  baseball.  And 
her  mouth  and  eyebrows  with  the  strange  lines  that  ran 
from  their  ends.  Just  like  the  seams  on  the  cover! 
How  wonderfully  nature — 

But  the  thought  was  never  finished  for  he  had  just 
fallen  eight  feet  down  an  open  man-hole. 
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Current  Agitation 


Seven  periodicals  have,  during  the  last  six  weeks, 
published  articles  eulogizing  the  well-balanced  mind  and 
the  all-around  man.  Their  ideal  is  the  man  who  works 
on  a  Physical  Culture  Magazine  time-table  and  whose 
mental  graph  would  be  a  straight  line;  he  goes  about 
his  daily  work  with  the  same  regularity  and  precision 
that  a  wooden  horse  goes  around  a  merry-go-round  and 
like  the  horse  is  never  any  more  tired  when  he  stops  than 
when  he  starts.  He  knows  all  about  civics  and  hand- 
ball, reads  System  and  Shadowland  and  can  converse 
intelligently  upon  any  newspaper  topic  of  the  day. 

On  the  other  hand  there  is  the  man  who  doesn't 
know  basket-ball  from  basket-weaving,  thinks  the  trom- 
bone is  next  to  the  humerus  and  believes  that  the  Vol- 
stead Act  is  on  the  Keith  circuit.  He  has,  however, 
written  fourteen  text  books  on  architecture  and  can  tell 
early  Gothic  from  late  Gothic  arches  by  the  feeling. 

In  November,  our  well-balanced  man  may  be  talk- 
ing to  his  well-balanced  wife  about  "poor  Enoch  Sniggs 
who  is   absolutely   gone  on   electricity,    and   who   knows 


nothing  of  Life's  Vital  Questions."  In  June  he  is  re- 
ferring in  loud  tones  at  the  Business  Mens'  Luncheon  to 
"my  great  friend,  Enoch  Sniggs,  the  famous  authority 
on  electricity." 

The  well-balanced  man  sits  in  the  center  of  the  see- 
saw; Enoch  Sniggs  sits  on  one  end.  The  w.b.m.  stays 
put  and  is  sure  of  his  position;  Enoch  has  a  fifty-fifty 
chance.  He  may  bump  his  head  on  the  stairs  or  he  may 
be  dumped  into  the  mud  puddle.  At  any  rate,  he  has 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  there  is  a  possibility  of 
him  rising  in  the  world  and  obtaining  a  perspective  that 
nothing  short  of  an  earthquake  will  bring  to  the  eyes  of 
the  middle-man. 

The  greatest  contributions  to  the  march  of  progress 
have  been  the  gift  of  men  who  have  been  hipped  on 
something.  The  sum  total  of  the  knowledge  of  the 
last  word  in  well-balanced  minds  is  simply  a  bourgeois 
digest  of  the  achievements  of  those  queer  streaks  who 
have  been  the  tragedies  of  neighborhood  gossip. 


G0BEM, 


Current  Hegistation 

As  our  friend  Michael  Casey  once  epigrammatically 
remarked,  "There  ain't  no  justice." 

Consider  the  case  of  the  man  who  is  impolitic 
enough  to  say  "How  d'  ye  do"  to  a  spotter  while  toting 
half  a  quart  of  "Old  Tom."  Next  morn,  the  police 
court.  It  costs  him  nothing  to  get  in  and  two  hundred 
to  get  out.  This  money  goes  to  the  maintenance  of  our 
fair  country. 

But  is  the  contributor  regarded  as  a  public  benefactor 
or  a  patriot  for  his  donation?  He  is  not!  His  family 
raise  their  eyebrows  and  sigh  rather  mournfully  and 
his  friends  all  laugh  and  tell  their  friends  on  the  side, 
("Keep  it  dark,  you  know")  about  old  Blogett's  misad- 
venture. Yet  this  man  has  done  his  country  a  real 
service. 

Similarly,  the  racing  enthusiast.  Every  time  he 
places  a  bet,  he  contributes  a  portion  of  his  wager  to  the 
government.  But  the  government  is  far  too  busy  doing 
everything  in  the  power  of  its  right  hand  to  foster 
racing  and  obtain  a  maximum  revenue,  and  everything  in 
the  power  of  its  left  hand  to  abolish  racing  altogether,  to 
regard  the  contributor  as  a  benevolent  patriot  or,  in 
fact,  as  anything  except  an  incident  of  taxation. 

Every  year  vast  sums  are  realized  by  the  government 
through  the  sale  of  tobacco  in  Canada.  Imagine,  then, 
the  absurd. ty  of  this  same  government  countenancing  the 
formation  of  anti-tobacco  leagues,  when  the  outstanding 
fiscal  result  of  the  culmination  of  their  endeavours  would 
be  the  entire  removal  of  this  revenue. 

If  a  government  is  desirous  of  obtaining  a  maximum 
revenue  it,  logically,  should  encourage  such  movements  as 
are  likely  to  maga.iy  this  revenue.  Yet,  if  two  meetings, 
one  of  the  anti-tobacco  league  and  one  of  the  Associa- 
tion for  the  Compulsory  Violation  of  the  O.  T.  A.,  were 
held  simultaneously  in  Queen's  Park,  which  one  would 
be  broken  up  by  the  police?  There  is  no  need  to  ask 
— The  second,  the  vagaries  of  which  would  be  certain 
to  send  thousands  of  dollars  to  the  government  coffers, 
would  not  last  five  minutes,  while  the  first  would  remain 
undisturbed  and  probably  actually  have  members  of 
Parliament  on  its  platform. 

It  is  a  plat.tude  to  say  that  those  who  have  contrib- 
uted most  to  their  country's  weal  have  not  been  rec- 
ognized by  their  time  and  generation  but  surely  this  most 
modern  manifestation  of  the  old  truth  is  the  strangest  on 
record. 

G— G— G 

3ntere£ting  &necbote 

Owing  to  unforeseen  circumstances  the  publishers  of 
Goblin  were  forced  to  combine  the  June  and  July 
issues.  All  subscriptions  will  be  moved  on  one  month 
so  that  subscribers  will  get  their  full  twelve  issues. 
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Little  Known  Diversions  of  Famous  Men 


Thomas  A.  Wise  and  Ed.  Robins  in  the  Park. 

Current  examination 

To-day  and  during  the  next  two  weeks  the  gas  and 
electric  light  companies  will  be  getting  richer  and  richer 
and  the  fathers  of  high  school  pupils  will  be  getting  poorer 
and  poorer  as  their  would-be  erudite  off-spring  turn  night 
into  day  in  the  frantic  last  minute  attempt  to  absorb 
enough  of  Luther,  Latin  and  latitudes  to  obtain  the 
required  percentage  at  the  annual  summer  examinations. 
It  little  matters  if  the  student  has  an  intimate  knowledge 
of  the  early  childhood  of  Savonarola.  This  is  a  hardly 
likely  question.  The  best  way  is  to  look  up  the  papers 
set  in  the  last  ten  years,  add  up  the  numbers  of  the 
questions,  divide  by  the  number  of  subjects,  crossing  out 
those  beginning  with  the  letter  F.  The  result  will  refer 
to  ten  possible  problems  on  this  summer's  paper.  When 
you  have  studied  till  dawn  on  three  consecutive  nights 
and  have  finally  netted  the  required  percentage  you  may 
sit  back  and  congratulate  yourself.  You  may  not  know 
anything  about  the  subject  but  you  have  leapt  the 
annual  hurdle  in  the  race  for  a  degree. 

Unfortunately,  sports  in  the  schools  to-day  are  suffer- 
ing from  the  same  dread  malady.  You  all  know  the 
champion  who  can  tell  you  to  the  fraction  of  a  second 
how  long  it  will  take  him  to  run  a  hundred  yards  on  a 
dirt  track,  the  wind  being  nor-east  by  east.  To  hear 
him  talk  you  would  think  there  had  been  no  one  else  in 
the  race.  For  him,  track  meets  are  all  settled  before 
hand.  A  hockey  game  is  a  certainty.  Baseball  is  a 
matter  of  batting  averages.  In  Heaven's  name,  why 
have  them?  It  would  be  just  as  satisfactory  to  have 
each  contestant  operate  in  his  own  home  town  and  the 
results  telegraphed.  It  would  also  save  the  railroad 
fares.  Sport  like  the  examinations  has  become  over- 
systematized.     It  is  no  longer  a  game,  it  is  a  science. 

Once  upon  a  time  men  played  for  the  sake  of  the 
game  and  studied  to  improve  the  mind.  The  present 
system  of  examination  has  turned  the  curriculum  into  a 
memory  test. 
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The  Triumph  of  the  Egg 

"I  am  tired,"  said  the  egg,  seeking  a  more  comfortable 
position  in  the  ice-box,  "of  people  making  jokes  about 
me." 

"He's  in  a  bad  temper,"  laughed  the  banana,  nudg- 
ing the  beef  in  the  short  ribs,  "and  I  know  why. 
He's  been  boiled  for  a  week.      Ha,  ha,  ha!" 

The  egg  groaned. 

"There  you  go  again,"  he  exclaimed.  "Oh,  this  is 
awful!      I  must  have  freedom." 

The  banana  winked  at  the  beef.  "The  yolk  of 
his  existence  is  too  much,"  he  whispered  slyly.  "Ha, 
ha,  ha!" 

The  egg  winced  and  looked  miserably  about  at  the 
surrounding   foods. 

"Can't  any  of  you  do  anything  to  make  him  stop?" 
he  queried.  His  eye  was  attracted  to  a  bowl  of 
whipped  cream.  "How  about  you,  you  big  stiff,"  he 
asked. 

The  whipped  cream  did  not  answer  but  a  stray  jug 
of  beer  at  the  back  of  the  ice-box  shook  its  head. 

"That  banana  is  incorrigible,"  he  said  severely.  "It 
comes  from  leading  the  sort  of  hand-to-mouth  existence 
that  he  does.  Now  if  he  only  worked  on  a  respectable 
percentage  basis  like  I  do — ■ 

But  the  banana  did  not  allow  him  to  finish. 

"Say,"  he  exclaimed,  "have  you  heard  the  story 
about  the  two  eggs?" 

"No,"  responded  the  roast  beef  quickly,  chuckling 
in  anticipation  of  the  telling,  "What  is  it?" 

"Well,"  drawled  the  banana,  eying  the  egg  askance 
to  observe  the  effect,  "one  was  a  good  little  egg  and 
got  mixed  in  an  angel  cake  while  the  other  was  a  bad 
little  egg  and  got  mashed  on  an  actress." 

The  whipped  cream  had  just  commenced  to  say  that 
he  had  heard  the  story  before,  when  they  were  all 
startled  at  the  sound  of  a  crash.  The  egg  had  collapsed; 
in  fact  he  was  dead. 

Now,  the  owner  of  the  ice  box  had  gone  to  Mon- 
treal and,  naturally  enough,  did  not  return  for  months 
and  months.      Meanwhile  events  progressed. 

The  shell  of  the  egg  broke  to  allow  his  soul  to 
ascend  to  heaven  but  the  aroma  remained.  The  roast 
beef  was  the  first  to  succumb  to  suffocation  and  the 
others  followed,  food  by  food,  the  banana,  very  justly, 
dying  a  long,  lingering  death. 

All  of  which  only  goes  to  show  that  revenge  is  not 
sweet  but  malodoriferous. 


Cass    Cade. — What    is    the    best    boat    for 
shooting  rapids? 

Water   Fall. — A   gunboat. 

G     G— G 

The  little  red  school-house 

Stands  on  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

The  old  playground  has  been  still  and  deserted 

These  many  years. 

The  paint  is  peeling  away 

And  the  bell  is  gone. 

It  is  as  much  a  relic  as  the  temple  at  Thebes. 

But  at  night 

Some  say 

Josh  Miller  and  Hen  Snyder 

Tinker  up  there  with  a  weird  contraption 

Of  their  own 

Making  liquor. 

Some  say  it's  just  the  ghost  of  Miss  Annabel, 

The  old   Mistress   walking  around. 

Anyhow, 

Granny  Thimblenook  says: 

"There's  spirits  about  the  place  for  sure." 

G-G— G 

Auntie:  "I  hear  that  Bogg's  cafeteria  has  failed." 

Toxin:  "Yes,  it  was  in  the  basement  of  a  skyscraper 
and  there  was  too  much  overhead." 
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The  Strapless  Era 

""THE  STRAPLESS  era  has   arrived  in  our  public 

schools.     Psychologists  tell  us  that  a  child  is  really 

a    frail,   sensitive   flower,   and   that  ccporal   punishment 


"A  child  is  really  a  frail,  sensitive  flower." 

is  in  the  nature  of  a  dreadful  blight.  Half  a  dozen 
strokes  of  the  strap  may  ruin  a  youngster  for  life  or 
longer. 

Nowadays  no  self-respecting  teacher  uses  the  strap. 
Instead  he  maintains  discipline  by  the  exercise  of  per- 
sonal magnetism  and  his  knowledge  of  child  psychology. 
If  he  has  no  personal  magnetism,  it  is  up  to  him  to  ac- 
quire some  immediately.  Whether  he  gets  it  from  a 
correspondence  school  or  a  storage  battery  is  immaterial. 

Recently  a  lad  in  one  of  our  city  schools  threw  a 
brick  at  his  teacher  in  the  school  yard.  At  one  time 
that  would  have  meant  a  sound  flailing  for  the  brick- 
heaver.  But  not  in  the  light  of  modern  psychological 
research.  Flailing  him  might  have  done  irreparable 
damage.  It  might  have  undermined  his  self-confidence 
to  such  an  extent  that  he  could  never  have  thrown  a 
brick  straight  again. 

Instead  they  made  the  offending  youngster  a  pitcher 
on  the  school  baseball  nine.  In  that  capacity  the  lad 
became  the  idol  of  the  school.  He  won  every  game  he 
pitched. 

The  new  process  works  like  a  charm.  Even  the 
most  callous,  obstreperous  youngsters  respond  to  it. 
Suppose  a  boy  is  caught  rifling  the  principal's  desk. 
Not  so  long  ago  this  wnuld  have  entailed  a  pair  of  well- 
puffed  palms.  Now,  however,  the  wise  teacher  simply 
directs  the  youngster's  light-fing3red  propensities  into 
better  channels.  If  he  can  get  him  interested  in  athle- 
tics, the  boy  may  in  time  become  the  school's  champion 
cup-lifter.     Or,  if  he  prefers  baseball  to  the  field  work. 


he  will  probably  steal   more  bases  in  a  season  than   all 
the  rest  of  the  team  put  together. 

It  is  probable  that  ten  years  from  now  the  strap- 
wielding  teacher  will  be  as  extinct  as  the  blood-letting 
surgeon. 

G— G— G 

'And  does  your  bootlegger,  supply  strong  stuff?" 
"It's  so  strong  they  use  it  to  lay  out  new  towns." 

G— G— G 

Patient — "Ever  since  I  took  this  new  job,  I  have  not 
been  able  to  sleep  at  nights." 
Doctor — "What's  the  job?" 
Patient — "Night  watchman." 

G— G— G 


Still  Letting  the  Moonshine  In 


HMpm 
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Packing  a  Mean  Lyre 

'Twas  on  the  street  car,  I  first  spied  her 

As  her  mother  sat  beside  her; 

How  I  longed  to  help  and  guide  her, 

From  that  swaying  Belt  Line  Car. 
As  she  sat  in  her  completeness 
Just  a  perfumed  bunch  of  sweetness, 
And  her  ankles  in  their  neatness — 

Oh! — the  swerving  of  the  car, 
Oh  the  swerving  and  the  curving  of  the  car. 
When  the  bells  had  stopped  their  ringing 
And  the  straps  had  stopped  a-swinging, 
Then  her  smile  came  swiftly  winging — 

Through  that  crowded  Belt  Line  Car; 
But  her  mother  soon  reproved  her 
And  as  soon  as  it  behooved  her, 
She  was  up,  and  had  removed  her 

From  that  bumping  Belt  Line  Car, 
From  the  bumping  and  the  jumping  of  the  car. 
As  we  crossed  an  intersection, 
I  awoke  from  deep  reflection 
Of  the  versatile  collection 

On  a  jaunty  Belt  Line  Car. 
Business  men  withstanding  pressure 
From  fat  ladies  born  of  leisure, 
Jumbled  up  to  make  good  measure. 

On  a  crowded  Belt  Line  Car — 
On  a  groaning  and  a  moaning  Belt  Line  Car. 


"Would  you  call  Jim  an  all-round  man?" 
"Well,  he  moves  in  the  best  circles." 


"Say,  boss,  here  am  de  man  what  stole 
your  onions.      Jes'  smell  him  breath!" 

Many  Saw  Him  Off 

John  Biljak  slowly  opened  his  eyes.  He  closed  them 
again  with  a  moan.  With  one  hand  pressed  against  his 
aching  brow,  he  searched  carefully  with  his  other  hand 
for  his  watch.  It  was  half  past  eleven.  The  office  would 
have  to  wait.  A  man  couldn't  be  expected  to  work 
when  his  head  was  pounding  inside  like  a  pile-driver. 
What  a  night  it  had  been!  He  tried  to  remember.  Sud- 
denly he  groaned.  Great  Scott!  Had  it  been  as  bad 
as  that?  He  began  to  pace  the  room.  At  the  end  of 
half  an  hour  he  summoned  his  courage  and  reached  for 
the  telephone.  He  put  it  back  on  the  table.  He  took 
it  up  again  and  huskily  gave  a  number. 

"Hello,"  he  said,  "Cynthia?  It's — " 

"O,  that  you,  Johnnie?"  came  the  other  voice. 
"Well,  don't  worrie,  dear,  I  didn't  accept  you." 

"Well,  you  needn't  rub  it  in,"  said  Johnnie,  "you 
know  you  are  the  only  girl  in  the  world  for  me  and  if  I 
were  only  in  a  position  to — " 

"Of  course,  dear,"  replied  Cynthia,  "and  by  the 
way,  Myrtle  and  Annabel  are  here  too  and  they  say 
to  tell  you — so  you  won't  worry  on  their  account — 
that  they  didn't  accept  you  either." 

This  is  the  story  of  why  Johnnie  recently  took  a 
splendid  position  abroad. 
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What  ho!  Radio! 


or 
What  are  the  Wild  Waves  Saying? 

THE  SOCIETY  for  the  Propagation  of  Publicity 
and  lunches  having  duly  convened  and  hastily  dis- 
posed of  a  light  business  men's  lunch,  the  president 
arose. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said.  "This  Society  has  never  been 
behind  the  times.  It  is  an  active  association  for  hustlers 
only.  Hence  you  will  scarcely  be  surprised  to  learn  that 
to-day  we  are  to  be  addressed  through  the  medium  of  the 
radiophone  by  several  people  prominent  to-day  in  the 
life  of  this  our  own  glorious,  forward-marching,  twentieth 
century.  The  first  speaker  will  be  Mr.  T.  L.  Church, 
a  Toronto  man.     He  will  speak  from  Hull." 

The  speaker  then  sat  down.  He  slyly  omitted  to 
mention  the  subject  but  left  it  as  an  instructive  little 
puzzle  for  the  club  to  work  out  for  themselves  after  it 
was  over.  An  expectant  hush  fell  over  the  tables  as 
the  voice  of  Mr.  Church  fell  from  the  air. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "I  feel  it's  a  great  honor  to  be 
called  on  to  address  this  society  of  yours,  so  well  known 
in  connection  with  the  spreading  of  public  spirits. 
(Applause.)  I've  been  connected  with  publicity  myself 
several  times.  For  several  years  I  used  to  be  Mayor  of 
Toronto  (laughter) — Toronto  the  capital  of  Ontario — 
the  finest  province  in  the  Dominion  of  Canada — Canada 
the  finest  colony  of  the  British  Empire — Great  Britain 
the  finest  nation  in  the  World — the  World,  well,  I  used 
to  be  mayor  of  Toronto.  I  was  just  speaking  to  Sir  Adam 
Beck  and  he  says  that  Public  Ownership  will  win  for 
sure.  (Applause.)  The  way  the  tax-payer  and  returned 
soldier  have  been  pirated  and  pillaged  through  the  mis- 
management of  the  private  interests  is  a  crime.  (Tears 
and  two  faintings.)  I'm  going  to  have  something  done 
about  it.  I  see  you've  got  a  great  team  this  year.  I 
took  the  boys  out  for  a  trip  around  Toronto  bay  in  the 
Harbor  Commissioner's  yacht  the  other  day  and  they're 
all  great  fellas.  CoTne  on  out  some  day.  (Prolonged 
applause.) 

When  order  was  obtained  the  chairman  said:  "I  am 
sure  we  will  all  be  the  better  instructed  and  broadened 
for  having  heard  his  late  worship,  the  ex-mayor.  We 
will  now  hear  from  Miss  Elinor  Glyn,  the  noted  auth- 
oress. She  will  give  us  a  little  talk  on  oxy-acetylene 
welding."  Silence  reigned.  A  little  incense  was  burned 
and  the  passionate  words  of  Miss  Glyn  were  heard: 

"I  remember  once  within  a  shop  near  the  highway, 
down  which  the  ladies  of  an  ancient  court  were  accustom- 
ed to  pass  to  meet  their  lovers,  there  stood,  awaiting  her 


What !     Do  my  ears  deceive  me  ? 


Great  Moment,  a  can  of  gas  bearing  the  exotic  name  of 
Acetylene.  Long  she  waited,  silently,  for  three  weeks. 
But  in  her  heart  there  burned  the  ghost  of  a  little  yellow 
flame  with  a  black  carbon  deposit  that  might  someday 
blossom  forth.  One  ardent  summer's  day  when  the 
white  clouds  floated  in  the  passionate  blue  skies  like 
a  woman  on  her  lover's  breast,  there  came  to  her  a  can 
mysteriously  veiled.  Men  removed  slowly  the  sinuous 
burlap  and  disclosed  to  her  fevered  eyes  the  form  of  a 
can  the  like  of  whom  she  had  never  seen. 

'Tell  me  mystic  stranger!'  she  pleaded  passionately, 
'Tell  me  who  you  are?' 

"The  reply  came  softly:  'Men  call  me  Oxygen,  but 
you,  my  beloved,  may  call  me  Oxy.' 

"And  so  with  a  little  hot  air  they  were  wedded  as  one 
and  in  the  long  embrace  their  souls  were  intermingled 
with  each  other,  each  with  each.  And  the  heat  of  the 
flame  of  their  love  cut  through  the  bars  of  Fate." 

The  chairman  rose.  "Hot  Dawg!"  he  said.  "We 
will  now  hear  a  little  talk  on  reformers  and  a  sonnet  to 
Mr.  Raney  by  the  editor  of  Jack  Canuck."  The 
beautiful  words  rang  out: 

"Raney,  I'd  like  to  be  with  you  for  an  hour — "  The 
voice  broke  down.  "Gentlemen,"  it  said,  "I  can't  do 
it  justice."     Sobs  fell  gently  through  the  air. 

An  attempt  was  then  made  to  get  in  touch  with  the 
government,  which,  having  been  refused,  the  Society  un- 
animously resolved  to  run  to  Port  Credit  and  back  the 
next  day  as  a  protest. 

After  the  usual  bed-time  story,  the  meeting  broke  up 
and  the  members  feeling  better  fitted  to  face  their  daily 
tasks,  left  the  room. 
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Biggest  Value  in 
Chocolate  Bars 


Pure,  delicious,  generous 
in  size  —  Neilson's  Bars 
are  the  biggest  value  you 
can  get  in  the  way  of 
good  candy. 

Only  the  finest  of  choco- 
late and  the  best  of  fresh 
fruits  and  nuts  are  used 
in  Neilson's  Bars. 

Here  are  shown  just  a 
few  of  the  tempting 
varieties  you  can  get.  Try 
one  of  these  to  today. 


Every  dealer  should 
carry   Neilson's  Bars 
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How  To  Tell  a  Flapper 
From  Her  Mother 

1  he  material  for  a  survey  of  methods  of  telling 
flappers  from  their  mothers  should  be  considered  in 
two  parts. 

( 1  )    How  to  tell  a   flapper  from  her   mother. 
(2)    When  to  tell  a  flapper  from  her  mother. 
In  this  brief  compendium  we  shall  deal  only  with  the 
first  of  these  divisions  and  shall   strive  to  confine  our- 
selves to  the  more  technical  aspects  of  the  problem. 

You  are  ushered  to  a  verandah  and  are  confronted 
by  two  feminine  figures.  Both  have  low-heeled  shoes, 
ribbed  woollen  stockings,  tan-colored  skirts,  checkered 
sweaters,  bright  faces  and  bobbed  hair.  One  is  a 
daughter,  the  other  is  "the  little  old  mother"  but  (and 
here  is  the  question)   which  is  which? 

Of  course  you  cannot  be  expected  to  know  at  once, 
but  there  are  ways  in  which  you  may  later  ascertain  the 
truth.  Meantime  there  is  the  matter  of  the  greeting.  A 
good  safe  plan  is  to  fix  your  eye  upon  the  middle  dis- 
tance between  them  and  say  "How  d'ye  do,  Mrs. 
Smith,"  if  the  name  happens  to  be  Smith.  In  this  way 
you  cannot  be  altogether  wrong.  Another  method,  ap- 
proved by  many  hounds,  is  to  open  with  a  wave  of  the 
hand  and  a  cheerful  "Howdy,  girls."  This  gets  over  big 
if  it  goes  at  all ;  if  it  doesn't  you  will  be  able  to  take 
the  next  car  home. 

Perhaps  you  have  a  well-founded  trust  that  your 
visit  will  develop  into  what  is  known  by  F.  Scott  Fitz- 
gerald and  other  of  the  younger  literati  as  a  petting 
party,  petting  or  necking  being  simply  old-fashioned 
"spooning"  fixed  up  with  a  shot  of  gin  and  some  orange 
juice.  It  is  then  essential  that  you  immediately  distinguish 
mother  from  daughter,  for  to  pet  a  flapper's  mother  is 
considered  by  the  majority  of  our  best-known  writers 
on  etiquette  to  be  in  the  worst  possible  taste  as  well  as 
bourgeois  in  ths  extreme. 

Lead  the  conversation  into  literary  channels  and  then 
manifestly  addressing  yourself  to  one  or  the  other,  ask 
suddenly,  "What  do  you  think  of  Bernard  Shaw?" 

If  the  response  comes  approvingly,  "Shaw  is  rather 
an  egg,  I  think,"  the  chances  are  that  that  is  mother. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  answer  is,  "He  doesn't  go 
far  enough;  hasn't  the  courage  of  his  convictions,"  that 
will  certainly  be  daughter. 

Now  take  a  trial  trot  through  Art.  "Do  you  like 
Ruben's  work?" 

If  the  reply  is,  "Hardly  up  to  the  present  day  im- 
pressionistic  stuff,"   that  will   be  mother. 

If,  however,  it  comes  with  a  yawn,  "Quaint,  like  all 
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'That's  a  site  of  a  house." 
T  don't  see  any  house." 


our  modern  art,"  you  may  count  on  it  being  daughter. 

Next  a  whirl  at  sport.  "What's  your  opinion  of 
Grantland   Rice?"   you   ask. 

"My  favourite  authority  on  golf,"  mother  will  res- 
pond. 

"Is  that  a  Luther  Burbank  production?"  will  be 
daughter's  come-back. 

Now  try  again.  "What  beverage  do  you  like  best?" 
you  enquire. 

"Scotch  whiskey,"  mother  will  reply. 

"Fusel  oil  and  wood  alcohol,"  will  answer  daughter. 

There  you  have  it.  Follow  these  instructions  to  the  T 
and  you  can  never  go  wrong  at  a  tea  table. 

As  supplementary  methods  of  identification,  the  fol- 
lowing addenda  are  supplied. 

Mothers  are  better-tempered,  more  amusing,  more 
flirtatious,  more  emotional,  more  susceptible,  more  de- 
pendant, more  trustful,  more  interested,  more  interest- 
ing than  their  daughters. 

Flappers  are  colder,  more  selfish,  more  conceited, 
more  self-confident,  more  self-cenlfed,  more  ironical! 
more  sarcastic,  more  bored,  more  boring  than  their 
mothers. 

G— G— G 

Minister  (at  close  of  sermon,)  "We  shall  now  sing 
hymn  number  389." 

Operator,    (rousing  from  nap.)    "The  line  is  busy." 


The  wisest  man  of  all 

the  wise  is  he  that  knows 

when  to  be  otherwise 


Two  Much  Sought  Comics  Have 
Been  Acquired  by 

The  Sunday  World 

By  VOIGHT  By  BRIGGS 


-  WHV  ^ 

DADDY,  WHATS 
THE  IDEA 

YOL)    LOOK 
HAPPV  ? 


/"just  GOT  THE  NEWS' 

WERE  GOIN'   TO  BE  IN 
,THE    TORONTO   SUNDAY  WORlOl 


OH  IVE  G-IVEN  THE 
NEI&HBOT??  THI 


WELL  HERE  WE 
ARE    IN    OUR   NEW 
HOME,<3EE  YOU 

6EHAVE  YOUR  SEU^I  ONCE  Ov/ei2..AN' 
•  Guess  w-'e.  clan 

HOLP   OUR.   OWfN. 


BETTY 


MR.  AND  MRS. 


Each  Week  from  Now  on 


The  Sunday  World 

will  publish  four  full  pages  of  the 
four  very  best  comics. 

Say  "SUNDAY  WORLD"  to  Your  Newsboy. 
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The  Onion  Skin 


"This  is  our  dizzy  day." 

Associated  Merry-go-rounds. 


Read  It  and  Weep 

Member  Dampunk   News  Service 


Good  night.    Have  you  read 
the  Onion  Skin  Want  Ads.? 


Household  Hints 

A  delicious  new  dainty  is  rapidly 
becoming  a  great  breakfast  favorite 
with  the  smart  set.  To  make  this 
delicacy,  take  a  loaf  of  ordinary 
white  or  brown  bread,  according  to 
taste,  such  as  may  be  obtained  from 
any  baker,  and  starting  at  one  end 
and  discarding  the  crust,  cut  off  four 
slices.  Make  these  thin,  medium  or 
thick,  according  to  taste.  Place  the 
slices,  one  or  more  at  a  time,  upon 
your  small  electric  stove.  Allow  them 
to  remain  till  the  one  side  is  done  to 
the  most  suitable  shade  of  brown,  ac- 
cording to  taste.  Then  repeat  this 
process  with  the  other  side. 

While  still  hot,  add  one-half  ounce, 
or  more,  of  butter,  according  to 
taste,  spreading  the  latter  evenly 
with  a  knife  on  one  side  only.  Serve 
in  china  muffin  dishes. 


Books   Bel  ieved 

Abysmal  Depths 

By  Prof.  Boo  B.  Hatch,  Port  Credit; 

Half  and  Half,  Publishers,  Gratis. 

There  is  a  point  on  the  well-trod- 
den downward  path  which  no  one 
can  pass  without  being  utterly  des- 
pised and  disgraced.  Opinions  vary, 
but  the  new  catalogue  of  Prof.  Boo 
B.  Hatch  shows  clearly  when  dif- 
ferent authorities  consider  a  man 
really  beyond  help. 

The  book  is  published  by  Half  and 
Half,  and  may  be  obtained  at  any 
beauty  parlor  on  presentation  of  an 
illuminated  address. 

A  few  of  his  discoveries :  — 
Jack  Canuck: — 

Deceased  was  a  doctor  and  a  highly 
respected    member    of  -the    Methodist 
church. 
Little   Grey   Review:  — 

He  breakfasted  on  liver  and  bacon 
grossly  fried  in  the  same  pan. 
The  Toronto   Telegram:  — 

In  his  home  there  hangs  a   framed 
picture  of  W.  L.  M.  King. 
Any  Hearst  paper: — 

Mr. came  to  the  United  States 

from  England,  at  the  age  of  sixteen. 
Shadowland: — 

Miss  G.  appears  in  the  first  scene 
in  a  high-cut  gown  which  reaches  al- 
most to  her  ankles. 
95#  of  us:  — 

Dr.  Henry  Hendriks  delivered  a 
very  interesting  address,  which  last- 
ed two  hours,  on  "Egyptian  Mummies 
and   Why." 


Falls  Run  on  Sunday 

Despite  Sons  of  Rest 

Back  from  First  March  of  Protest  Falls  Guys 
Will  Walk  Again. 


With  flags  flying,  drums  beating  it 
ahead  and  their  faces  lit  with  beery 
smiles,  the  Sons  of  Rest  returned 
from  their  triumphant  march  to  Nia- 
gara, whither  they  had  walked  as  a 
protest  against  the  falls  being  allow- 
ed to  run  on  Sunday.  Admiral  C. 
Foode  arrived  in  Niagara  by  parcel 
post  two  hours  ahead  of  the  other 
pikers  and  had  a  personal  interview 
with  the  falls.  To  the  press  of  that 
city  he  announced  the  formation  of  a 
permanent  organization  to  be  known 
as  the  Falls  Guys,  with  officers  as 
follows:— 

Past  Participle — Admiral  C.  Foode. 

First  Precedent — General  D.  Feate. 

Grand  Trunk — Iron  Orr. 

Lowest  Common  Multiple — Raney 
Rivers,  F.  0.  B.  (Duluth). 

Two  Pass-Outs 

A  brace  of  unfortunate  incidents 
slightly  marred  the  trip.  Hotte  Dawg. 
a  fire-eating  member  of  the  advance 
guard,  shot  himself  in  self-defence 
after,  a  heated  argument,  and  Also 
Rann,  a  walking  delegate,  was  killed 
while  crossing  the  railroad  tracks 
near  Merriton.  He  had  just  stepped 
out  of  the  way  of  the  5.15,  when  he 
was  hard  hit  by  the  8.07  going  in  the 
opposite  direction. 

After  the  Funeral 

Upon  the  arrival  of  the  main  body 
at  its  destination,  'the  funerals  were 
held,  after  which  they  paraded  to 
Queen  Victoria  Park  to  see  Her  Maj- 
esty. They  were  informed  that  Her 
Royal  Highness  had  not  resided  there 
for  some  time. 

We  Ask  You,  Is  It? 

Admiral  C.  Foode  addressed  the 
gang,  "Comrades,"  he  said,  "Are  this 
British  justice?" 

"Hear!  Hear!"  they  responded, 
and  several  voices  advised  shooting 
the  rapids  as  an  expression  of  disap- 
proval. 


"No!  No!"  said  Admiral  C.  Foode, 
above  the  cries  of  "You're  a  Poor 
Fish,"  "We  are  here,  are  we  not?  We 
have  a  common  or  garden  purpose. 
How  shall  we  carry  it  out?" 

Cries  of  "On  a  stretcher,"  "Dam  the 
falls,"  "Blast  the  rocks." 

The  association  finally  passed  a  un- 
animous resolution  "that  we,  the 
Sons  of  Rest,  assembled  in  sodden 
conclave,  do  declare  our  distinct  dis- 
approval of  the  custom  of  Sunday 
watei'-falls,  in  witness  whereof  we 
have  planted  a  bed  of  spring  bloom- 
ing asterisks  as  a  token  of  our  friend- 
ship and  esteem.  Arma  virumque 
cano." 

In  Again,  Off  Again 

Secretary  Bird,  speaking  to  the 
Onion  Skin  representative  this  morn- 
ing on  behalf  cf  Admiral  C.  Foode. 
said  that  the  latter  had  learned  to 
his  astonishment  that  despite  the 
Falls  Guys'  protest,  Niagara  had  run 
again  last  Sunday. 

"We  have  decided,"  said  Secretary 
Bird,  "to  repeat  the  trip  at  once,  and 
if  one  repetition  is  not  sufficient,  to 
march  again  and  again  till  we  have 
won  our  point.  I  am  sure  that  in 
taking  this  stand  we*  are  backed  by 
every  right-thinking  man  and  wo- 
man in  the  Dominion." 

G— G— G 

Race  Off 

Ithaca,  N.  Y.,  June  20.— The  Har- 
vard-Cornell crew  race  which  was 
scheduled  to  take  place  here  was 
called  off  on  account  of  wet  grounds. 

G— G-G 
Gone  Aloft 

Kronic's  Corners,  Ark.,  June  22nd.; 
Noah  Count  was  badly  drowned  yes- 
terday while  trying  to  rescue  his  pet 
bull  from  the  hay  loft  into  which  it 
had  fallen.  Deceased  had  been  a 
member  of  the  Apple  Corps  during 
the  war. 
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The  Latest  Books 

BEYOND  THE  ROCKS.  By  Elinor  Glyn.  Tor- 
onto: Coodchild.  $1.25.  Another  brilliant  contribution 
to  the  back-stairs  library. 

TELL  ENGLAND.— By  Ernest  Raymond.  McClel- 
land &  Steivart,  Ltd.,  Publishers,   Toronto.     $1.75. 

Now  that  everyone  has  been  thoroughly  schooled  in  the 
Truth  about  the  War:  that  it  was  born  of  mutual  greed 
and  worldliness,  that  it  progressed  through  a  period  when 
men's  souls  took  on  the  semblance  of  beasts  and  that  no  one 
has  been  made  any  better  and  a  great  many  worse  by  it, 
now  that  our  education  is  complete,  let  us  turn  to  "Tell 
England."  We  will  find  a  great  shock  awaiting  us.  We 
will  find  that  somewhere,  to  some  by  no  means  obscure 
souls,  the  war  brought  the  light  of  a  greater  realization, 
that  somewhere  men  died  "fighting  white."  This  is  a 
strange  doctrine  in  these  days.  It  almost  teaches  us  that 
the  lines  of  Rupert  Brooke  at  the  beginning  of  the  war: 

"Now  God  be  thanked  who  has  matched  us  with  His 
hour, 

And  caught  our  youth,  and  wakened  us  from  sleeping..." 
were  not  ironical.  But  then,  of  course  it  is  a  tale  of  youth, 
when  minds  that  have  scarcely  forgotten  fairy  tales,  grip 
for  the  first  time  vital  problems. 

In  regard  to  the  mind  of  youth  there  are  three  aspects 
commonly  adopted  by  present  day  novelists.  To  the  first  the 
heart  of  youth  is  too  undeveloped  and  devoid  of  real  sig- 
nificance to  deserve  serious  treatment;  to  the  second,  for 
example.  Booth  Tarkington,  youth  is  indeed  an  interesting 
phenomenon,  valuable  principally  for  its  amusing  qualities, 
while  to  the  mind  of  Ernest  Raymond,  an  example  of 
the  third  type  of  youth,  youth  is  the  period  important,  the 
days  of  the  clearest  impressions  upon  the  freshest  minds,  the 
valorous  days,  the  crusading  days,  the  days  of  questioning. 
In  fact,  the  time  chiefest  in  meaning  to  the  chronicler  and 
teller  of  stories. 

"Tell  England,"  is  not  all  war.  The  first  half  of  the 
book  is  filled  with  some  of  the  most  amusing  and  fascinat- 
ing narrative  of  school  life  we  have  ever  read.  If  you  still 
enjoy  a  game  well  played  and  a  keen  contest  you  will  enjoy 
"Tell  England." 

MERTON  OF    THE   MOVIES.      By   Harry  Leon 

Wilson,  Toronto.     S.  B.  Cundy,  Publishers.     $1.90. 

Merton  Gill  leaves  Simsbury,  Ohio,  for  Los  Angeles, 
dominated  by  the  belief  that  he  is  an  unrecognized  emotional 
actor.  Anyone  of  even  average  sophistication  would  have 
forecast  for  him  disillusionment  and  failure  but  they  would 
have  been  wrong.  Merton  was  a  magnificent  success — in 
Jeff  Baird's  Buckeye  Comedies.  One  reviewer  has  called 
"Merton  of  the  Movies"  "the  most  joyful  and  gorgeous 
satire  on  the  motion  picture  industry  that  has  ever  ap- 
peared." He  is  probably  not  far  wrong.  It  is  as  original 
as  is  everything  that  has  come  from  Harry  Leon  Wilson's 
pen  during  late  years  and  it  is  as  well  conceived  and 
executed  as  was  "Ruggles  of  Red  Gap." 

Mr.  Wilson  is  a  stylist — of  his  own  school.  His  off-hand, 
and  yet  deft,  manner  of  narration  is  unmistakable  in  its 
intriguing  ease  and  he  has  a  gift  for  sustained  writing 
wholly   unique  in  his   particular   field. 


A   Man  is  Known  by  the 
Clothes  He  Wears 


UnuIeD 


28  King  St.  West     
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King  Edward  Hotel 
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The  book  is  filled  with  very  amusing  synopses  of  the  bet- 
ter-known types  of  motion  pictures.  While,  to  the  occas- 
ional reader  who  is  unacquainted  with,  or  uninterested  in, 
the  "silver  screen,"  these  may  be  somewhat  tedious,  to  the 
man  who  has  noted  the  unfailing  orthodoxy  and  convention- 
ality of  the  "society  drama"  and  the  "story  of  the  great 
outdoors"  the  subtle  sarcasm  with  which  they  are  delin- 
eated and  burlesqued  will  be  delightful. 

"Merton"  is  a  sophisticated  book,  written  by  a  genial 
personage  possessed  of  a  keen  sense  of  the  ridiculous.  Some- 
times, despite  its  good  humor,  one  is  tempted  to  think  that  it 
is  a  book  written  with  a  deep  purpose.  It  is  real  burlesque 
and  as  "The  Governor"  on  one  occasion  remarks  to  the 
hide-bound,  uncomprehending  director,  Henshaw,  "real 
burlesque  is  criticism."  If  Mr.  Wilson  had  wished  to  make 
a  general  indictment  of  the  emotional  motion  picture  as 
manufactured  and  purveyed  in  our  day  and  hour  he  could 
have  done  so  no  more  effectively  than  by  the  publication  of 
just  such  a  book  as  "Merton." 

GENTLE  JULIA.  By  Booth  Tarkington.  S.  B. 
Gundy,  Ltd.,  Publishers,  Toronto.     $1.90. 

Given  a  hot  summer  day,  a  hammock  in  the  shade  and  a 
glass  of  lemonade  and  I  defy  any  man  to  read  and  enjoy 
Cardinal  Newman's  essays  on  university  education  or  to 
reap  pleasure  from  Thomas  De  Quincy's  note  book.  A 
young  man's  fancy  having  made  the  well-known  turn  in 
the  spring-time,  by  summer  he  is  ready  to  contemplate  the 
subject  from  a  humorous  point  of  view.  A  little  love,  a 
little  excitement  and  a  great  deal  of  kindly  humour,  this  con- 
(Continued  on  page  32.) 
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Intimate  Glimpses  of 
Famous  Figures 

by  E.   H.   Reeve 

Dull,  Peterkin,  (1780-1870)  Famous  Dutch  scien- 
tist and  explorer.  The  author  of  several  scientific 
classics  which  include:  "What  Do  the  Dew  Worms 
Do,"  and  "The  Habits  of  the  Web-Footed  Water 
Spider."  Born  Sn  Holland,  near  a  wind-Anill,  his 
father  was  a  cobbler  and  it  was  at  young  Peterkin's 
suggestion  that  the  old  man  began  to  manufacture  those 
natty  Dutch  brogues  out  of  sandal-wood,  thereby  revolu- 
tionizing the  industry.  Later,  in  his  exploring  days, 
Peterkin  was  the  first  white  man  to  land  on  the  Sand- 
wich Islands  and  he  gave  them  that  quaint  name  be- 
cause of  the  great  numbers  of  bread-fruit  trees  thereon. 
In  his  old  age  he  devoted  himself  to  scientific  botany 
and  startled  the  world  by  producing  the  Electric  Plant, 
which  he  did  by  growing  a  current  bush  out  of  a  bulb. 
His  last  great  gift  to  manhood,  which  started  a  huge 
industry,  came  when  he  was  successful  in  squaring  the 
roots  of  the  sugar-cane,  thus  evolving  the  present  far- 
reaching,  beneficial  and  profitable  cultivation  of  lump- 
sugar. 

Baba,  Ali,  (803-855)  Great  Persian  detective.  Got 
the  name  of  Ali  by  being  brought  up  in  a  back  lane. 
One  great  feat  was  his  pursuit  of  Mustapha  Bey  Ruhm, 
the  fake  revivalist  whom  he  captured  after  following  his 
tracts  across  two  continents.  To  the  yeggs,  Baba  was 
known  as  the  Butcher,  because  he  knew  all  about  every 
tough  joint  in  the  Slaughter-House  district.  He  was  also 
an  author  having  written  that  Eastern  classic:  "The 
Worst  Dives  I  Know,"  which,  until  recently,  when  it  was 
translated  into  English,  was  thought  to  be  the  work  of 
some  Persian  predecessor  of  Annette  Kellerman.  His 
father  and  grandfather  having  both  been  factory  tirpe- 
keepers,  the  uncanny  accuracy  of  the  great  sleuth's  de- 
ductions, was  really  quite  natural.  He  organized  a 
force  of  detectives  known  as  the  "Trailers"  and  at  one 
time  had  more  "Trailers"  at  his  command  than  a  street- 
car company.  Baba  is  always  pictured  as  a  tall,  thin, 
person,  wearing  a  check-tweed  fez  and  smoking  a  bul)- 
dog  hookah.  He  met  his  end  in  an  unexpected  manner, 
when  a  one  legged  stool  pigeon  hit  him  on  the  head  with 
a  three-legged  stool.  The  eastern  Gangsters  still  cele- 
brate their  Thanksgiving  Day  on  the  anniversary  of  Ali 
Baba's  death. 

B.  V.  D.  Miles,  (1870-1921)  Celebrated  moving 
picture  producer.  Produced  Home  Bruise  and  The  Co- 
Respondent  School.  His  views  of  the  human  race  were 
apparently  confined  to  the  home-stretch.  He  thought  the 
Sextette  From  Lucia  was  a  problem  play.  He  was  also 
under  the  impression  that  the  Violet  Ray  was  some 
relation  to  Charles,  and  that  Lady  Godiva  was  a  female 
bare-back  rider.  Little  vagaries  like  these  always  gave 
a  personal  touch  to  his  productions. 

Strong,  Dr.  O.  B.,  (1875-1920)  Famous  American 
specialist  and  dietitian.  Born  in  Tumato,  Kan.,  U.S.A. 
Studied  medicine  in  the  newspaper  ads.  and  drug-store 
windows.  Leapt  to  prominence  by  his  treatment  of  Elm 
Wood,  the  Toothpick  King.  For  years  Mr.  Wood  had 
water  on  both  knees  so  badly  that  he  could  not  walk 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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PLAYERS 

NAVY  CUT 
CIGARETTES 


COPYRIGHT     1922 
BY   C     P.    fir   CO. 
OF     CAN.     LTD. 


Arrow  Shirts 


EACH  style  comes  with  sleeves  long  enough 
or  short  enough  for  you— You  can  get  the 
style  you  want  in  the  neck  size  and  sleeve 
length  that  will  fit  you— In  a  quality  even 
unusually  good  in  these  times.  Ask  your 
dealer. 

Cluett,  Peabody  &  Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd. 
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An    Outstanding    Shoe 
Value  for  Men 

Smart-looking  and 
well-constructed  — 
made  over  a  last 
thaft  insures  fobt 
comfort  and  service. 

TAN  OR  BLACK,  $10.00 

WE  ARE  POSITIVE  THAT  SO   MUCH  GENUINE   SHOE  VALUE   FOR 
THE  MONEY  DOES  NOT  EXIST  ELSEWHERE  IN  TOWN. 

Many  other  Styles  of  Oxfords  Now  on  Display. 

H.  &  C.  BLACHFORD,  LIMITED 


286  Yonge  St. 


Opp.  Dundas  East 


"GOBLIN  is  easier  to  sell  than  the  best  American  weekly", 

says  one  canvasser  in  Brantford. 
TAKE    SUBSCRIPTIONS    IN    YOUR    SPARE   TIME 

Send  a  request  for  information  to  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto 


THE  MARVEL  OF  THE  AGE 

"You  say  you  get  music  offa  them 
rigs?"  queried  Silas  Silo,  as  he  gazed 
aloft  at  the  radio  antennae. 

"Yes,  sir,"  smiled  the  affable  operator 
"is  there  anything  about  the  apparatus 
you    would    like   explained?" 

"Yeh,  just  how  in  thunder  do  you  get 
a  feller  way  up  there  so  he  can  play  on 
them   fool   strings?" 

— Sun  Dodger. 
G— G— G 

Lynette:  "Is  Galahad  crooked?" 
Gareth:  "Well,  no;  at  least  he  would- 
n't run  away  with  a  red  hot  stove." 

— Phoenix. 
G     G-G 

It  was  another  of  those  marvelous  June 
nights.  The  old  moon  was  full  and  peek- 
ed over  a  cloud — just  peeked  and  sorta 
promised  not  to  tell.  Japanese  lanterns 
hung  everywhere  and  rocked  in  the  soft, 
balmy  breeze.  Dreamy,  oriental  fox-trots 
drifted  out  over  the  shimmering  lake.  The 
sweet  odor  of  lilacs  permeated  the  air. 
What  a  wonderful  party. 

Yes,  indeed !  The  National  Associa- 
tion of  United  Spinsters  were  staging  an 
initiation. 

— Juggler. 


It  is  the  PREST-O-PLATES  in 
PREST-O-LITE  Batteries  that 
Give  Longer  Life  and  More  "Pep" 


THE  life  of  a  battery  depends  upon  the  plates. 
That  is  why  Prest-O-Lite,  when  it  set  out  to 
make  the  Automobile  Battery  better,  began  with 
the  plates. 

Always  a  maker  of  a  better  plate,  it  turned  its 
scientific  skill  and  research  to  improving  it  and 
produced   Prest-O-Plates — the   long-lasting   plate. 

Here  is  a  battery  plate  as  different  from  ordinary 
plates  as  gold  is  from  gilt.  Unusual  hardness  com- 
bined with  a  peculiar  porosity  gives  it  unrivaled 
durability. 

This  explains  its  ready  reserve  power  in  biting  zero  weather  and  its  great  non-buckling 
strength  that  resists  overheating  in  summer. 

That  is  why  the  Prest-O-Lite  Battery  outlives  an  ordinary  battery  and  why  it  is  the 
best  all-weather  battery. 

Drive  around  to  your  local  Prest-O-Lite  Service  Station  and  ask  about  a  Prest-O-Lite 
for  your  car. 

Prest-O-Lite  Batteries  are   Canadian   Through  and  Through 

Prest-O-Lite  Company  of  Canada,  Limited 

Montreal  Toronto  Winnipeg  Vancouver 


THE  OLDEST  SERVICE  TO  MOTORISTS 


PM 


Goblin 

AFFABLE  ACUMEN 
The  employer  was  bending  over  a 
table,  looking  at  a  directory.  The  new 
office  boy  quietly  slipped  up  and  poked  a 
note  into  his  hand.  The  surprised  em- 
ployer opened  it  and  read:  "Honored 
Sir, — yer  pants  is  ripped." 

- — Phoenix. 
G— G— G 

Bee:  "Is  your  Packard  friend  coming 
to-night?" 

Tee:   "No." 

Bee:.  "Dodge   Brothers?" 

Tee:  "No  dearie,  this  is  Willys- 
Knight."  — Green-Gander. 
G— G— G 

SWELL  STUFF 
Willowby:  "What  is  the  gout?" 
Willowy:   "Well — it's  what  might  be 
called   Canadian   Club-foot. 

— Scalper. 
G— G— G 

"Do  you  know,"  beamed  the  lecturer, 
to  his  class,  "as  I  came  into  the  room  this 
morning,  I  read  a  single  word  printed 
on  the  door:  without  which  not  one  of 
you  could  dream  of  succeeding  in  the 
scientific  world?" 

"Pull!"   shouted   the   class  in  unison; 
and  the  instructor  knew  that  he  had  taken 
his  motto  from  the  wrong  side  of  the  door. 
— Green-Gander. 
G— G— G 

MAY  TO  MAIZIE,  JANE  AND 

JILL 

"I  promised  Alice  not  to  mention  this 

to  a  soul,  because  she  got  it  in  strictest 

confidence     from     some     one     who   was 

pledged  to  absolute  secrecy,  so,  before  I 

tell  you,  you  must  give  me  your  word  of 

honor  you  won't  even  breathe  a  hint  of 

it."  — Life. 

G— G— G 

First  Englishman:  "Charley,  did  you 
hear  that  joke  about  the  Egyptian  guide 
who  showed  some  tourists  two  skulls  of 
Cleopatra — one  as  a  girl  and  one  as  a 
woman?" 

Second  ditto:  "No,  let's  hear  it." 

— Gargoyle. 
G— G— G 

AGREED 

"Rastus,  is  my  bath  warm?" 
"Yessuh,  the  warmest  Ah  was  ever  in." 
— Lampoon. 
G— G— G 

Road  Knight:  "Please  lady,  can  you 
help — " 

Mrs.  Keptic  (sternly)  :  "Can  you  saw 
wood?" 

R.  K. :  "Dear,  dear!  What  grammar! 
You  mean,  'can  you  see  wood.' 

— Judge. 
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The    Charm   of  Tea 
is  in  the  Flavor 

and 

"SALADA"  Flavor 
appeals  irresistibly 


SALADA" 


Five  Hundred  Laughs  for  Fifty  Cents! 

Is  a  good  laugh  worth  $.001? 


If  you  don't  think  so  don't  bother 
reading  the  rest  of  this  advertisement, 
it  won't  interest  you.  But  if  you  be- 
lieve in  getting  as  much  fun  out  of  life 
as  possible,  keep  on  reading.  For  this 
is  an  announcement  of  "COLLEGE 
HUMOR  for  Spring  and  Summer, 
1922."  This  is  the  breeziest,  craziest, 
funniest  anthology  of  humor  ever  pub- 
lished. If  you  don't  get  five  hundred 
laughs  out  of  it  you're  dead  as  a  door- 
nail— 130   pages  and   four  laughs  to 


a  page.  The  book  is  profusely  illus- 
trated, has  a  three-color  enamel  cover 
and  contains  the  best  stuff  published  in 
the  seventy  college  comics  during  the 
last  six  months.  As  the  college  comics 
publish  the  best  humor  of  the  day,  the 
volume  will  be  especially  interesting  to 
keep  in  a  library,  showing  as  it  does 
the  type  of  fun  prevalent  in  1922. 
You  may  take  it  up  twenty-five  years 
from  now  and  mentally  roam  back  a 
quarter  of  a  century  to  "the  jazz  era." 


For  sale  in  Canada  by  GOBLIN,  153  University  Avenue,  Toronto 

PRICE  FIFTY  CENTS  POSTPAID 

Clip  the  attached  coupon  and  mail  with  stamps  or  money-order. 

Dept.  B,  GOBLIN,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 

For  the  enclosed please  ship copies  of  "College  Humor" 


to. 


(Name) 
Street  and  No.  or  P.O.  Box 


Town  and  Province 
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A  LUXURY 

AND 

AN  ECONOMY 


KOLA  BRIARS 
ARE  BOTH 


A  LUXURY  because  they  smoke 
cool  and  sweet  from  the  start  and 
are  the  last  word  in  color,  finish 
and  style. 

AN  ECONOMY  because  they  last 
longer  than  other  pipes  of  many 
times  their  cost. 

It's   The  Kola  Process 
That  Does  It 


THE  LATEST  BOOKS 

(Continued  from  page  32.) 

stitutes  the  ideal  "Summer  reading." 
Booth  Tarkington  in  "Gentle  Julia" 
presents  the  quintessence  of  the  ideal 
book  with  which  to  supplement  the 
study   for  the  supplementals. 

INDISCRETIONS  OF  ARCHIE 
— By  P.  C.  Wodehouse.  Toronto; 
J.  M.  Dent  and  Co.,  Publishers. 

This  is  summer  reading  of  the  well- 
known  hammock  variety,  the  frothy 
title  being  a  very  fair  indication  of  the 


Knitting  Made 
Easy 

Come  and  let  me  show  you 
how  to  knit  the  very  latest 
styles  in  hand-knit  garments 
with 

Monarch  Yarns 

This  is  the  first  exclusive 
yarn  and  hosiery  shop  in 
Toronto— everything  for  the 
knitter.  Garments  skilfully 
knitted  to  your  order. 
The  famous  "Monarch-Knit" 
Hosiery  and  "Two  Steeples" 
English  Hosiery. 

Jeane  Duncan 
Yarn   Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,    North  of  Shuter 


AN  OLD  FRIEND 
FROM  THE  START 


ONE 
DOLLAR 

EVERYWHERE 


texture  of  the  whole.  Mr.  Wodehouse 
is  a  versatile  and  ingenious,  as  well  as 
a  prolific,  writer  and  his  present 
work,  while  being  perhaps  not  equal  in 
finesse  and  charm  to  either  "Uneasy 
Money"  or  "Piccadilly  Jim"  is  certain- 
ly above  the  average  of  works  of  its 
type.  You  will  enjoy  following  Archie 
in  his  misadventures  and  his  alterca- 
tions with  his  father-in-law  and  besides 
everything  comes  out  happily  in  th^ 
end.  Mr.  Wodehouse's  book  is  not 
"such  stuff  as  dreams  are  made  of"  but 
it  may  very  well  be  such  stuff  as  day 
dreams  are  made  of,  mid  whispering 
pines  beside  a  northern  lake. 

MOONLIGHT  AND  COM- 
MON DAY.— By  Louise  Morey 
Boivman,  Toronto;  The  Macmillan 
Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd.,  Publishers, 
$1.50. 

A  volume  of  polite  verse,  occasion- 
ally beautiful.  One  feels  that  where 
Mrs.  Bowman  has  condescended  to 
simplicity,  more  beauty  and  strength 
have  been  achieved.  We  enjoyed  es- 
pecially "Blue  Doorway,"  "The  Lost 
Shepherd"  and  "Darkness"  for  power 
of  imagery  and  music  of  words,  but 
"The  Apple  Orchard"  is  pitifully  silly 
in  its  conclusion.  Lovers  of  Browning 
will  enjoy  most  of  the  selections  in- 
cluded. 

LLOYD  GEORGE.  — By  Mr. 
Punch,  with  an  introduction  by  W. 
Algernon  Locker.  Toronto;  J.  M. 
Dent  and  Sons,   Ltd.,   Publishers. 


Goblin 

The  Premier's  career  in  cartoon  to- 
gether with  a  well-written  and  in- 
formative introduction. 

G     G— G 

FLOWING 

Smith:  "How's  the  liquor  question  in 
the  West?" 

Jones  (who  has  just  returned)  :  "No 
question  at  all.  Why  in  one  town  I  was 
in,  the  water  had  been  turned  off  for  a 
week  and  the  inhabitants  didn't  know  it 
until  they  had  a  fire."         — Pelican. 


PICNICS 


Who  is  there  who  doesn't 
enjoy  a  picnic?  Shady 
nook,  white  cloth  spread 
on  the  green  sward,  sun- 
beams  filtering  down 
through  the  overhanging 
trees,  zippy  breeze  from 
the  lake — no  wonder  pic- 
nics are  popular!  And  pic- 
nics mean  sandwiches. 
That's  where  the  peanut 
butter  comes  in.  For  pea- 
nut butter  sandwiches  are 
the  easiest  to  make,  and 
the  easiest  to  eat — when 
made    with    MacLaren's. 

At  any  Grocer's 

MacLaren  -  Wright 

Limited 
69  FRONT  ST.  E.        TORONTO 
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I've  heard  salesmen  dilate 

On  the  "GOLDYWHEEL  8" 
On  the  "LIZ"  that  goes  by  with  a  whiz 

I've  heard  'em  declare 
That  the  "Buck"  floats  on  air, 

And  the  "Budge"  elevates  you  like  fizz, 
But  in  spite  of  their  spiel 

In  my  heart  I  still  feel 
That  my  own  choice  is  better  by  far, 

For  howe'er   they  descant 
I  find  the  DURANT 

Is — as  claimed — "just  a  real  good  car." 

— Swaller 

4  and  6  Cylinders — all  Models 

TORONTO  DURANT  COMPANY 

'Just  a  Real  Good  Car"        New  King  Edward  Hotel  Building 


Intimate  Glimpses  of  Famous  Figures 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
without  getting  seasick.  Dr.  Strong  treated  him  for 
six  months  and  completely  relieved  him  of  his  roll. 
Strong  was  then  able  to  go  and  treat  himself.  He  was 
the  authority  for  the  statement  that  Sulphuric  Acid, 
taken  in  proper  quantities,  would  settle  any  stomach, 
and  he  was  also  the  author  of  those  snappy  articles  on 
Digestion  and  How  to  Live  to  be  Two  Hundred.  He 
died  at  the  age  of  forty-five  from  appendicitis. 

Holwaffle,   Mrs.    Minnie,    (1870-  )    America's 

greatest  cook.  Author  of  the  culinery  classic,  The  Hot- 
waffle  Cookbook,  which  won  her  the  title  of  the  Recipe 
Queen.  Among  other  things,  the  Hotwaffle  Cookbook 
was  the  first  to  clearly  make  the  distinction  between  a 
sinker  and  a  drop-cake;  it  also  boldly  settled  the  long 
standing  controversy  that  a  bath  bun  is  not  necessarily 
a  sponge-cake.  She  is  credited  with  creating  more 
new  rolls  than  Sarah  Bernhardt,  and  she  can  do  more 
tricks  with  dough  than  a  newrich  family.  When  her 
great  work  was  being  written,  Hubert  Hotwaffle,  her 
husband,  now  deceased,  tested  each  recipe  as  it  was 
evolved.  He  died  suddenly  the  day  after  he  had  sampled 
what  was  to  be  Recipe  727,  a  Maple  Syrup  and 
Pickle  Salad.  The  advent  and  great  success  of  the 
Eskimo  Pie  has  brought  Mrs.  Hotwaffle  out  of  her 
temporary  retirement.  She  has  evolved  a  delicious  new 
dainty,  which  consists  of  a  high-grade  sausage  skin 
tightly  filled  with  ice  cream.  This  confection  will 
shortly  be  placed  upon  the  market  and  will  be  known 
as  the  Eskimo  Dog.  It  is  guaranteed  to  make  the 
children  husky. 

Fowler,  Henery,  (1840-1912)  British  authority  on 
dogs  and  poultry.  Born  near  Barking.  Wrote  Dogmas 
and  Fowl  Tips,  also  a  lot  of  doggerel  about  his  pets, 
such  as: 

Caesar,  my  wise  cocker-spaniel. 

When   the   winter   days   set  in. 

To  keep  out  the  influenza, 

Wraps  his  ears  beneath  his  chin. 
It  was  Fowler  who  made  the  statement  that  a  racing 
whippet  could  not  be  termed  a  lap  dog.  For  almost 
half  a  century  his  hens  carried  off  every  trophy  given 
for  egg  laying  competitions  and  just  before  his  demise 
he  disclosed  the  secret  of  his  success.  It  appears  that 
lie  trained  his  birds  on  layer  cake.  He  experimented 
widely  in  breeding  poultry  and  secured  many  surprising 
results.  Fowler  died  in  his  72nd  year  from  a  stroke 
(Concluded  on  next  page) 


When  You're  Hot  and  Thirsty 

MCLAUGHLIN'S 

GINGER     ALE 

"Belfast"  and  "Canada  Dry" 
—  just  off  the  ice  —  will  make  you 

forget  the  temperature. 
Nothing  like  it  to  quench  a  thirst 


AT  HART  HOUSE  TUCK 
AND  MOST  GOOD  SHOPS 

HYGEIA     "BEST"     BEVERAGES 
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1                             ART    DIRECTOR 

/^vFFERS  you  a  highly  valuable  series 
11   of    lessons    on   a    serious    but   per-         | 

fectly  delightful  subject,  which  has 
been  prepared  to  train  those  who  live  in 
the  country  or  small  town  where  nature 
is  at  its  best,  inspiring  them  daily  to  a 
better  appreciation  of  Art.  Also  to  those 
who  live  in  the  cities,  whether  they  are 
amateurs  or  professionals.     The  profes- 
sional   artist,   also,   can   learn   of   many 
short  cuts   and  ways  of  applying  them 
in  the  paying,  creative,  commercial  art 
.  |                        way. 

If  you  would  understand  the  psychology  of  line, 
mass  and  color,  and  the  tasteful  way  to  use  these 
interesting  attributes  of  art,  then  these  are  the 
I        lessons  you  have  been  looking  for. 
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THE    DIET    KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto 


BREAKFAST  LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA  DINNER 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Phone  North  4382 


Pott  Ccijo  Inn 


Mazinawe  Lake 
Country 


A  summer  and  autumn  re- 
sort located  in  a  wild,  un- 
spoiled country  of  great 
scenic  beauty  within  easy 
motoring  distance  of  To- 
ronto— the  most  accessible 
wilderness  resort  in  On- 
tario. 

Bon  Echo  is  a  self-con- 
tained community  situated 
between  the  Mazinawe 
Lakes  and  is  designed  to 
offer  as  definite  a  change  from  the  formal,  conventional 
life  of  the  city  as  it  is  possible  to  imagine.  Excellent 
black  bass  fishing,  bathing  beaches,  boating,  tennis, 
garage,  etc. 

Reached  by  Rail  through  Kaladar 
Station,  Canadian  Pacific  Railway 

Write  for  booklet  as  to  rates,  etc. 

BON  ECHO  INN,  Bon  Echo,  Ontario 


I  "GOBLIN  and  YOU"  I 

is  the  name  of  a  little 

booklet  we  have 

si  ^ 


[prepared 


IT  WILL   SHOW   YOU    HOW    TO    TAKE    THE 


^        ----- 

MORTGAGE  OFFiTHE  OLD  [HOMESTEAD  OR  | 

THE  NEW  CAR  WITH  A  MINIMUM  OF  EFFORT.  | 

WRITE  TO:  CIRCULATION  MANAGER,  GOBLIN,  | 

I      153  UNIVERSITY  AVE.,  TORONTO,  FOR  A  COPY.  | 
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(Continued  from  preceding  page) 
which  he  incurred  when  an  Oxford  graduate,  who  was 
starting  a  scientific  chicken   farm  near   Dublin,   sent  in 
an  order  to  Fowler  for  a  couple  of  good  roosters  and 
twenty  of  his  best  Irish  setters. 

Tile,  Hassa  Jonas,  (1880-1920)  Poet  Laureate  of 
Ontario.  Wrote  for  several  Toronto  papers,  therefore 
all  free  verse.  A  prolific  contributor  to  literature,  he 
:ould  write  a  hundred  metres  in  ten  flat.  His  most 
widely  quoted  lines   are   on  June: 

In  June  when  Spring  and  Summer  mrt. 

And  moonlight  nights  have  just  begun 

Dan  Cupid  drops  his  arrows,  and 

Goes  hunting  with  a  buckshot  gun. 
His  end  was  very  tragic.  In  the  fall  of  '  1  9  he  wrote 
to  the  Globe  saying:  "I  intend  to  spend  this  winter  in 
my  summer  home  in  Northern  Manitoba  as  it  is  going  to 
be  the  mildest  winter  ever  enjoyed  by  this  country.  This 
we  nature  lovers  can  tell  by  the  fact  that  the  birds  and 
animals  are  wearing  hardly  any  fur  and  feathers.  That 
is  to  say,  the  animals  have  very  little  fur  and  the  birds 
very  little  feathers.  That  is  to  say,  I  don't  mean  that 
all  the  birds  have  little  feathers,  the  owls  and  eagles 
and  such  like  may  have  quite  large  feathers  but  not 
numerous  ones,  if  you  follow  me.  This  is  a  sure  sign 
of  a  mild  winter." 

This  news  was  published  and  caused  great  rejoicings 
throughout  the  Dominion,  but  Hassa  Jonas  Tile  himself 


froze  to 
blizzard 
deed : 


death   on    December    1 9th,    during   the   worst 
of  the  century.      His  last  lines  were  noble  in- 
Cold   grey   dawn. 
Last  match  gone 
Summer  combinations  on. 
An   animile 
Is  full  of  guile. 
Certified   by 
H.  J.  Tile. 

G— G— G 

THEN  THE  FUN  BEGAN 
He:  "What  were  you  doing  last  night?" 
She:   "Oh,   helping  dad  around  the  house." 
He:  "Drunk  again?"  — Green  Coat. 

G— G— G 

Girl  in  Canoe   (knitting) — "Oh,  I  dropped  a  stitch." 
He — "Do  you  expect  me  to  be  a  purl  diver?" 

— Stone  Mill. 
G— G— G 

Columbia    Buries   Amherst    College  at    South    Field — A'eitf 
York  Herald. 

A  great  undertaking!  — Record. 

G— G— G 

AN  INFORMAL  RECEPTION 
A   student  entered   a   Hygiene   lecture   room   when  the   class 
was  half  over.     The  Prof  did  not  recognize  him,  and  thinkin" 
that  perhaps  he  was  in  the  wrong  room  questioned  him: 
"Hygiene?" 
"Howdy,  prof,"  retorted  the  delinquent  one. 

— Widow. 
G— G— G 

Guide — "This  tower  goes  back  to  William,  the  Conqueror." 
Tourist — "Why,   what's   the   matter   with   it — isn't   't   satis- 
factory?" — Burr. 
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C-G-E  Electric  Fans 


— for  your  home,  your  office,  your 
club.  With  the  turn  of  an  electric 
switch,  all  the  breeze  you  want — 
when  you  want  it — where  you  want  it. 


The  C-G-E  trademark  is  your  positive 
assurance  that  these  fans  will  work, 
year  after  year — silently,  dependably 
and  economically. 


For  sale  by  Electrical  Dealers  everywhere. 

Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,  Limited 


Head  Office 
Toronto 


Sales  Branches  in  all 
large  Cities 


